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T was nearing Christmas time. One 
would rather have reached the 
Teldfcld before, or after, but. ships 
didn’t keep tme, and planes were 
mot much help 
1 had seen a goldfield beforé, one 
that was widely scattered over mules 
Ї tropical jungle with a few daunt- 
ew pioneers working not very pro- 


Where had been no women there, 
budy seemed to be distressed 
t When the miners wanted 
acisty, they took a few 
al from ther claims, and 


win а respectable middle-aged 
anil they received me politely, 


Ihers come (o town with ihe gold, and giris are waiting for them. 


asked me to lunch a few times, 
ofered me whisky which I didnt 
want, and one or two souvenir nug- 
gets, which, for reasons purely per- 
sonal, I declined. with thanks. бой» 
tary, strange, remote from the world 
——that was my impression of a gold- 
field. 

But the goldfeld I visited years 
later, some days before the САлы- 
mas celebrations, was amazingly dif- 
ferent You could reach it in that 
new day of ar travel without danger, 
although not without а good deal of 
mconvenience р 

When you arrived, you went to 
the one “hotel,” and asked for a 
room. 

The proprietress, whom fortun. 
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ately I had met before, didn’t receive 
me gladly, but she did find me a 
toom of sorts, and sud she hoped 
I wasn’t going to stay very long. The 
place would be "busy" soon. That was 
an understatement. 

From the week before Christmas, 
the men began to “come m." And 
ready to mect them came, from all 
points of the compass, “the Girls ? 

By the tme that the season of 
peace and goodwill had dawned, 
there were about fifty, Every corner 
of the hotel was filled, the bar func- 
tioned day long and might long, and 
the few scattered songs that had ush- 
ered in the festival became а constant- 
ly roaring chorus 

"The miners sang ceaselessly, mostly 
old bush songs or ordinary melodies, 
somewhat jazzed up to suit “The 
Girls” didn’t sig. Some of them 
had sung on stage and concert plet- 
form, but all knew just how best to 
please their patrons—that. knowledge 
was their stock-in-trade—and they 
were aware that man, untrammelled, 
and well lit, likes ta do his own sing- 


ing. 

"The Girls? can't have Ней this 
Christmas bellowmg; many of them 
could have emulated the Venetian, 
under the same circumstances; but 
they smiled and praised They knew 
their job 

They wete never tired, They never 
intertupted They were always sym- 
pathetic, always eager to take the 
part of the speaker, whoever he might 
be. They didn’t mind a man being 
drunk, nor did they tell him to go 
and shave himself before they’d speak 
to him. 

They spoke m soft tones, and 
smoothed the self esteem of their 
companions tll the letter fairly purt 


6 CAVALCADE, July, 1948, 


ed. They were the essence of every 
thing feminme, from che toes of their 
small, costly shoes to the top of ther 
exquisitely dressed heads. To men 
fresh from months of the jungle, 
with only wild savages for company, 
they were heaven 

Te was а wonderful show of fashion 
there m that remote pub, with the 


-overowig bush pushing up w the 


edges of the verandah. “The Си? 
had armed*themselves with all the 
latest from America and Paris; silks 
and velvets, gold and silver trimming, 
embroidery, costly cut and clever de- 
sign 

That yeat, almost everyone was 
wearing backless dresses; but most 
of the Girls had chosen modest little 
frocks that pleased rather by what 
they concealed, than what they dis- 
played 

Now the pace began to increase, 
there was dancing to the wireless, not 
much wilder than one might sce m 
some Palais de Danse down South, 
but nevertheless unorthodox. There 
was singing that degenerated into a 
roar of half a hundred men scarce 
able to stand, accompanied by femin- 
me shrieks, 

I found my room a refuge; the 
native boys brought food. There was 
no chance of sleep that night 

ТЕ was late or early, I don’t know 
which, when thete came a scatcely 
audible knocking at my door, T 
took no notice. The door was locked, 
and no one had any tight to disturb 
me. But came араш, and with it 
a woman's yore—“Let me ш. Oh, 
let me int? 

"There was something desperate m 
the sound I answeted, speaking 
close, so that I could be heard above 
the tumult outside. “Who is it? 


What do you want at this late hour?” 
No answer, just the knocking, 

harder and more desperate, and some- 

thing like crying, that followed 

“Who are you?” I asked, some- 
what foolishly, since I did not know 
anyone’s name, 

The woman, whoever she was, did 
rot answer that She shook the 
handle of the door “ОБ, let me 
in!” she called again, 

1 unlocked the Чоогу and mstantly, 
from the lights and the roaring 
sounds and the reek of drm out- 
fide, a slum shining figare burst mto 
the darkened room, and slammed the 
door behind her, She locked it almost 
as she entered, and shot the bolt as 
well, 

lt was too dark for me to see 
what she was hke She was panting 
as if she had run a mile, and hardly 
keeping back her sobs. She fung 
herself on the second bed of the 


"toom, which had been stripped of all 


but the mattress, and lay Фое hke 
2 corpse, unmoving and silent. 

Later tn the night there was a vio- 
lent attack on the door, and a name 
that I could not distinguish was 


shouwd, together with kicks and 
blows. 

There was a low dispute presently 
outside the door, and some remon- 
strance Silence followed. 

The women did not move or 
speak The пори dawn was not yet 
duc I tred to sleep, in. the com- 
parative quiet “һас had fallen on the 
house By and by, I woke. It was 
half light, and the room was empty 
of anyone but myself. 

I never knew who rhe refugce had 
been, or what was her desperate need. 
She left no story behind her, and по 
trace save a breath of sweet and 
powerful scenr 

Та the morning I asked the man- 
agercss to find me transport of some 
kind I did not fancy another day 
or might in the “hotel,” to which I 
had been obliged по come by the 
absence of all shelter elsewhere. 

After а day of dificult walking, T 
reached а shack owned by a mining 
company, and found rough shelter 
thee The rest has no interest, But 
my experience among fifty fair 
women js something unforgettable and 
something that won't happen again 


жет тона 
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The anatomy student was enjoying his meu) when he sudden 


THE Prccadiih Restaurant in the 
Lrele city of Borosam m Rum- 
anla was crowded with satsfied pat- 
rons at hmcheon on 28th April, 1936. 
Ivancho Anghelof the proprietor had 
а reputation among the local fac- 
tory workers for good, tasty food at 
ғар prices 
Не had made money Бу domg his 
own cooking, and only employed a 
waiter, waitcess, kitchen-maid, and 
sometimes an assistant cook Аз he 
looked out from the kitchen at the 
crowded tables, one of his regular 
customers saw lum and raised hus 
glass of cheap, red wine m a toast 
"Here's to you, Ivancho The best 
cook in Botosani 
better than usual, What have you 
done to give it such an appetising 
flavour?” 
The pleased Anghelo# smiled at 
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А n 


This stew is even. 


жиа! 


б.” 
JAMES HOLLEDGE 
leti the ізіме 


the compliment and ципей back into 
the kitchen At that moment a new- 
comer, a young man with a com- 
mercial travellers bag m his hand, 
entered the restaurant and sat down 
ata corner table. 

Gregoty Cazacu was a moody, un- 
happy fellow, who earned his living 
by peddling women’s underclothmg 
round the countryside А few years 
before he had been a brilliant medi- 
cal student im Bucharest, but he had 
been forced to quit his studies when 
the depression muned his father’s 
business 

He otdered a bottle of cotnar, а 
thick, greenish, local wine, and а 
plate of mutton borsch from the 
pretty, little wattress, Helena Marin 
Cazacu, however, had no eyes foi 
her beauty His mind wandered hack 
to fis happier student days, 


Е 


From his steaming plate he picked 
out a шыс of lamb's rail and medita- 
tively sucked. Then he placed it on 
his side plate as he remembered his 
anatomy lectures. 

"Let me see,” he mused 
many vertabiae are there 
human spine?” 
Suddenly he sat up, snapped out 
ot his reverie by what he saw ш the 
little bones on his plate 

“Why,” be murmured to himself, 
tliat looks more like a human bone, 


“How 
ш the 


Picking up the bone he tumed it 
Wee іп his hand Then with his 
ork he fished our several more 
Jones from his plate 

There was no doubt about 1 
Whe skeleton of a human finger 
ld be easily distinguished 
Suddenly, with a feeling of hor- 
Gr and revulsion, he realised what 


T "These are human finger bones!” 
“he exclamed “I have eaten human 
flesh! 

Shudderinely he picked up the 
‘hones іп his handkerchief, апа 
pushed his plate away He had to 
fet out of this place and to the 
patice 

Не looked around him at the 
hungry labourers, stuffing their 
Mouths with tasty-smnelling food. 
id he gone mad, ot had he walked 
den of cannibals? 

пршв up he rushed to the 
г, thtew some money down, and 
Ш out mto the street What a 
he out in the clean air again 
faltas af he had been released 
П «ome. foul pit 

clef of the local police, Con- 
Minty Dabija, listened to Cazacu’s 


story meredulously, Was this an 
escaped madman who had walked 
шіо his office? 

"I can see you don't beleve me,” 
said the former medical student 
“Well, here is the proof." 

He tumbled the bones out of his 
handkerchief on to the desk. Aroused 
now, Dabija summoned the chief 
medical officer, Dr Paul Sveltz 

“Doctor, can you tell me what 
these are?" he asked, pomtng to the 
tmy bones on the table 

“Why, those are the phalanges of 
а human finger The third баре, 
Vd say.” 

The police chief wasted no ume 
after that Не hurried with the doc- 
tor and other officers across the town 
to the Расса Restaurant. 

Straight into the kichen they 
marched, and found fat, swarthy 
Anghelof grillmg a slice of liver and 
a steak, 

De. Svele told him they were 
Pubhc Health Officers, and desired 
to sæ if the mear larder conole t 
with the regulations 

Shruggmg his shoulders, the cate 
owner pointed out the storeroom, and 
the doctor entered He carefully 
examined a raw kidney and a piece 
of liver Coming out, he nodded to 
the chief, who went up to Angheloff, 
still busily cooking 

“Where do you buy your meat?" 
he demanded. 

“In the town market, generally, 
but to-day I bought some fresh veal 
and mutton from a peasant farmer 
from the hills They were cheaper 
than the market.” 

Telling his men to clear the cus- 
tomers out and shut the shop, Габа 
had the doctor thoroughly examine 
all the meat in the kitchen. As they 
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Cathy, who лге babies 
more ЛЕ our house 


that keds demand 


зоной pxture таразте 


feared st had come from а human 
body 

When told, Angheloff was stupe- 
fied. 


"But how can и be?” he cried 
aghast. “I bought at from the pea- 
sant—it looked like mutton.” 

They eventually got a description 
of the peasant out of him. He was 
a htele, short man with a black beard, 
who often came around the shops 
selling meat 

"The зай was then interrogated. 
The  wartess, Helena, and the 
kitchen-maid denied all knowledge 
of the meat. The assistant cook 
said the same. It had looked like 
mutton to him, although some ef it 
seemed to have a peculiar smell, 

Then 16 was discovered that the 
waiter was missing. Hemze was lus 
name, and he had apparently walked 
out with the customers 

A general alarm was issued to all 
police to pick up both the missing 
waiter and the peasant who had sup- 
pled the meat. The police theory 
was that Hemze was the murderer, 
who had cut up his victim and dis- 


10 CAVALCADE July, 1944 


JOAN CRAWEORD iy 1am an adopted mother 
My four are Cheistina—auhe, Chtstopher--feur, and Cyntha and 
Before “ву life is through I hope there are six 


Two factors keep thar from becommg true immediately 

room Гог growm? 
Cheistuna and Christopher out of the nursery They alternate now, these 
older құс, between my only spare bedroom and sharme my sleeping 
porch So rhe other six must wat a bot unul ve can add wines 10 
the house, ot something I am now experencmz that famolice mateenal 
Dich Children are а costly investment, but an investment thal pays the 
lorhest returns m the world——Irom PHOTOPLAY, the worlds best 


One в 


Cyntha and Cathy pushed 


posed of the preces to the peasant, 
with imstructions to sell them to 
Angheloff, so that he himself could 
watch, and be sure of their final 
disposal. 

Tn a few days a peasant who fit- 
ted Anghelos description, was 
picked пр ш the neghbontmg village 
of Suceava. He was a travelling 
meatvendor and often visited Boto- 
sani 

Dabija hurried to Ше village but 
was confronted with an iron-clad 
albi The man was sick in bed m 
his home, and had witnesses to prove 
at, оп the day he had allegedly sold 
the human Йер 

The detective was nonplussed, This 
was undoubtedly the man Angbeloff 
had desenbed for no other bearded 
peasants ever sold meat m Botosani. 

Trymg to puzzle this out, Cluef 
Dabya returned to his office, to be 
greeted with the news that the waiter 
Heinze had been captured Не had 
been hiding m a room m a local 
hotel. 

Under intensive questioning, how: 
ever, he insisted he knew nothing 


Баш the human meat Не had run 
ду, certainly, Lut that was because 
Ше was frightened of the police ак 
he had been stealing from Angheloff’s 
gash register, 

The doctor had determined that 
the flesh had come from a middle- 
Aged woman. Men were sent to 
check Hemze’s home-life, то see if 
any of lus women friends were mur 
sing, 

In the back room of the shop 
detectives found some women’s 
clothes. Angheloff admitted they be- 
longed to his wife who bad left hum 
3 few days before. 

Dabija jumped on this news like a 
leased terrier He confronted the 
ightened man with the fact that 

th the peasant and Hemze the 

“waiter had cleared themselves 

"I didn’t kill her,’ Anghelof 

led. “She went away I told you.” 

"How did you do it, Anghelo#?” 

"I didn’t. I didn't You can’t 
prove anythmg on me” 

This was strictly true. Dabiya’s 
evidence was too flimsy to convince а 
Jury at a murder trial. 

Then the investigators had a stroke 
of luck. Under a piece of mattmg 
on the bedroom foor was a huge 
bloodstun. Also іп the backyard, 
was found the charted remains of a 
burnt mattress. 

The fat prisoner broke down and 
wept. “All right, I did it. Now are 
Ww satisfied?” ^ 
In his confession he stated his wife 
always naggmg him Unable to 
ind it any longer, he had smashed 
1 over the head with an axe 
Не had thought that cutting up 
Ше bady and cooking it was the bese 
method of disposal. The parts that 
ldn't be cooked, the har, finger- 


nails, and so on, Бе had burned and 
thrown in the garbage can. 

“The next day,” he conclude, "I 
opened for busmess as usual, and 
tred to forget the horrible thng I 
had done 1 did my best to dispose 
of the buman meat quickly, but at 
took a long оте, If I bad only had 
a few more houts——” 

Appnlled at the story of this m- 
credible butcher, the jury at his teal 
did not take long to find him guilty. 
Thete was no death penalty m 
Rumania at the tme, so he was sen- 
tenced to life imprisonment in the 
dreaded Doftana Prison in the Car- 
pathian Mountams, where he remams 
to this day. 


a || 
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The Bibie says snake-bite doesn't matter 
» fo certam people. A sect runs a risk, 


ANTHONY STRONG 


THE SHRINE 
BUILT WITH 


naay 


Had he sought the assistance of a 
doctor, he would no longer be а mem- 
ber of the cult; because healing must 
come from faith alone As he says: 
“IF I am bitten, it x berter that i die 
trusting the Lord than to sin by ask- 
ing the devil to send a doctor. The 
serpent 1 the devil—and how am I 
going to conquer the devil 1f I can’t 
conquer a little snake?” 

He will support his words by re- 
ferrmg you to the Biblical promise 
"upon which the cult 1s founded: 

“They shall take up serpents, anil 
if they drink any deadly thing, И 
shall not hurt them They shall му 
hands upon the sick, they shall pee 
cover." (St Mark 16:18.) 


GEORGE HENLEY в a small, 
elderly man whose eyes, set above 
a face that в almost invariably 
covered with a stubble of beard, 
gleam with the light of a fanatic, Like 
his neighbors of Pineville, Kentucky, 
he is semualliterate, lives frugally in a 
small shack, and gets his Буше by 
working im the coal mmes dug i5 
the hills that surround his home. 
But among his neighbors, Henley 
їз regarded with some veneration, for 
as a member of the Holiness Faith 
Healers, he has proved lus faith by 
allowing himself to be bitten by no 
less than 220 snakes—and has recov- 
ered from all of the bites without re- 
sorting to medical ad 
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To Henley, ав to the other tens 
wf thousands of Holiness Faith 
Healers, snakes are regarded with 
feligious awe To overcome their bites 
15 to banish the devil, to succumb to 
them proof that the bitten person 
has not the strength nor the will to 
fesist temptation Most of the snakes 
which have sunk thew fangs into 
‘Henley were copperheads and rattlers 

Serpents which, according to а well- 
etologs, Ds В Allan, 
ШІ produce death ш only one рег 
ent. and five per cent of cases re- 
pectively, provided the victim seeks 
"quick: medical assistance 
Henley, of course, refuses medical 
‘nid, but it 1$ possible that having sur- 
‘vived the first few snake bites, be 
ав developed an immunity towards 
copperheads and rattlers Other cult- 
Tits have not been so lucky or im- 
mune—or they have lacked Henley's 
faith, for m eight years, at least 
15 deaths by snake bite have been 
tecorded among Holiness Faith 
Healers 
Proudly, they will recall the case 
of Luther Morrow, of the Grasshop- 
per Community of Tennessee, who 
deliberately allowed a rattler to bite 
him without il-effect: that 1s, to 
Morrow, the snake, however, died 
within ап hour 

One of the factors contributing то 
immunity, say herpetologists, is that 
Пре hillbilly centres of Holiness Faith 
nlers are also the location of illicit 
шу which potent corn liquor 1s 
In addition, the fanaticism 
cultists, mamfestmg itself ш 
ement, hysteria and hypnotism, 
them to overcome bites, 
Tlie cult came into bang in 1930, 
When an itinerant evangelist, К D 
owning, gathered a few behevers 


around lum on Pine Mountan, Ken- 
tucky, then the main centre of the 
fanhful Browning found hus mspira- 
tion in the Biblical quotations. 

“Behold, 1 give unto you power 
lo tread on serpents and scorpions, 
and all over the power of the enemy, 
and nothing shall by any means Вит 
you” (Luke 10.19) and "For, be- 
hold, I will send serpents, cockatrices 
among you, which will not be charm- 
ed, and they shall bite yon” 
(Jeremiah 8:17) 

To the illiterate, superstitious Ken- 
tuckians of the hills—many of them 
descendants of Scotch-Irish crmunal 
immigrants, the Biblical promises of 
immunity from snake bite—and the 
mountains of Kentucky abound in 
snakes—was sufficient encouragement 
to join the culr Soon, the gospel was 
bemg preached in the hill-billy centres 
of Tennessee and Virginia, whose in- 
habitants were just as ready to fol. 
low the lead given by wild-tongued 
and eyed evangelists. Virginians, as 
unschooled in academic subjects as 
then fellows ш the neighbouring 
States, were good potential cultists, 
and m 1935, headquarters of the 
Holiness Fath Healers was moved 
to Stony Creek, a remote town in 
that State. 

"here, twice cach month, the Бе 
levers gather at the Shrine of Divine. 
Healmg—or as ıt в known to our 
siders, the Church of the Snake 
Healers—in order to reaffirm their 
piety. Thousands of cultists, carry- 
mg fanteras to Бебе ther way, 
struggle along tenuous paths, armed 
with baskets of food to sustam them 
through the day-long and mght-long 
meeting 

Begins then an orgy of emotional- 
ism that may continue for 24 hours. 
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SONG OF THE HARP, 


Her eyss were the blua of the heavens 

Her hair the color of corn, 

Her voice had the lilt of the skylarls 

Thot sings оп a fine summer's morn ) 


They met 


He called her ongel, 


And she replied in kind 

They entered holy wedlock, 

Their Fate for ever entwined 
She wos, he soid, his ongel, 

For who was he to carp, 

When she flew so often in the oir, 


And boy! 


How she could harp 


—wWGD 


Жа _ 


Under the spell of the Elders, about 
whose necks weithe deadly snakes, the 
believers begin to clang symbols, clap 
thythmically, and when they have 
passed che stage of vocal incelligibil- 
ity, to utter gibberish and to stamp in 
primucive dances——an effect that has 
caused more than one spectator to 
iemark thar Holiness Faith Healers 
and jitterbugs possess a lot in 
common Meanwhile, venomous 
snakes are passed from hand to hand 
and hung: around necks. 

Chidien do not always take easily 
to the rites, and screaming babies are 
often forced то handle copperheads 
and rettlers agamst ther will Last 
year, when 13-year-old Kentucky grel, 
Fay Nolan, panicked and was bitten, 
she was hidden away by her patents 
for a month until, with her пробе 
arm paralysed, she was agam taken to 
= meeting and ordered to prove her 
faith. 
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But m өрме of the Biblical pro- 
mises, Бау netves failed, and she 
collapsed Then, before 6000 cultists, 
а 10-year-old girl indicated her con. 
tempt for Fay by dancing around the 
ciele with a mass of snakes coiling 
her body. 

While the handling of snakes в 
the bests of the religion, many Holi- 
mess Faith Healets, far gone in hys- 
tera, take part m the “Bath of Fire” 
~a ше m which bodies are held 
Across a flaming torch that bas а 
handkerchief soaked m kerosene for 
a wick To justify this ceremony, 
too, the Elders have gone to the 
Buble 

“When thon watkest through the 
fire, thou shalt not be burned, nes 
ther shall the flames kindle upan 
thee” (Jeremiah 42:2) No doatln 
have been recorded as а result of thus. 
practice, but another rite (“und if 
they drink any deadly thing, i£ shall 


buri them’) has brought death 
боз while in a frenzy, 
strychnine. - 

thiee States of America con- 
d by the activites of the Hol 
"Faith Healers have passed Sta- 
forbidding the practice, but, 
fed by the Biblical promises, the 
ts have expressed their scorn for 


| 
Ше the Dukhobors of 
and the Raskolniks of old 
are so frantically wedded to 
fantastic faith that it 1s а plea- 
to them to suffer the penalties of 
renking—they become martyrs 
A, and to their mentality, martyr- 
1s a glorious and highly sncwfy- 


te 
hen two female members of the 
tales were arrested recently, the 


gaol was surrounded by cultists who 
и the planed Wl, 
nevertheless, indicated that they need- 
ed no prayers to aid them 

“I don't mund staying m gaol,? 
EXE ус ыа ыу 
and a gil of 12, and they can both 
handle serpents and fice I am tas- 
mg them for the Lord. We don't 
thee gum, and we dan’ dunk 


Meanwhile, m the Hills, Bill Par- 
sons, Elder of the Shrine of Divine 
Healing, made a bitter indictment on 
the laws of the State 

Among other rematks, he said: 

“Let everybody get closer to God 
Ene ce 
"There в no Church on earth that 
сап handle snakes as we do.” 

He в probably right. 
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LEO BUTLER 


А rough town in fhe bullet belt taken over by a guy who could clean np 


GOLD! Just on half a century ago , 


that cry sent thousands racing 
madly towards Klondike Strikes of 
fabulous wealth had been made, 
Lucky prospectors had become rich 
overmght In thousands of hearts 
the magic word engraved itself ш 
glittering letters. 

That 1ush never brought to the 
North a more astonishing character 
than the slick rogue who in 98 
became the “Dictator of Skagway.” 
“Soapy” Smith was great im his own 
small way. He started as an ordinary 
confidence trickster, but rose rapidly 
through the grades of gangsterdom 
to tbe position of dictator first in 
Creede, the silver mining town of 
Colorado, then in Skagway. 

Skagway was the ideal centre for 
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his activites, At the tme of the 
tush it was the sort of inferno with 
which the filmgoer w only (оо fami- 
lar—except that it was а thousand 
tuncs worse. Ships, regular, char. 
tered and condemned, poured into 16, 
carrying шеп from the far corners 
of the earth. 

Those men knew no lure but gold, 
по law but their own desires and 
methods of growing rich. Not that 
all of them grew rich, They die 
covered that the business or teach. 
ing the goldfeld was m itself 
arduous. the work of fndmg gold 
was at best a gamble, and the mut 
come of the advantage for тацу was 
povetty, starvation, and death 

People whose entire estatu was mi 
their backs tramped in an alimmat іш 


nding Іше of hopeful and vociferous 
eekets: and when the cold winter 
Game the snow did not damp their 
'dout, though it froze many of them 
fo death. 

lt в to be wondered whether the 
Ша oos the snow, was 
“any worse than that of the successful 
digger who came back, his fists full of 
"gold, to pour that wealth into the 
Saloons, gambling yomts and brothels 
of Alaska’s boom towns. For the 
gold won on the Klondike was a 
time example of wealth which, even 
1t was not “easy come,’ was indeed 


The result can be easily visualised 
Men who, through luck or perserver- 
ance, suddenly found themselves with 
handfuls of gold, became mad with 
success—they sneered and trampled 
on their less fortunate fellow fos- 
sickers in the mad race back to the 
‘boom towns. And in those towhs the 
more crafty tradesmen and women 
of easy virtue, found it a fairly easy 
matter to effect the transfer of the 
gold from those who had won it to 
ther own pockets 

Tn short, plentiful gold and reck- 
less men, preyed upon by cunning 
men and women, were a sute founda- 
tion for a community m which the 
law was nothing mote nor less than a 
figute of speech, silently represented 
Бу a token force completely incapable 
upholding it against the superior 
Humbers and the devilmay-care dis- 
0 бол of the population. 
The “Mounties” were even then 
ne official representatives of law and 
г; but they were appalled by the 
ге of their responsibility, and by the 
ed individuality of outstanding 
acters who in Australia would 
we been called the “leaders of the 


push.” They had а knack of bossmg. 

Such a leader was “Soapy” Smuth, 
and agamst this turbulent back- 
ground he operated with spectacular 
results. 

Colonel Sam Steale of the Cana- 
dian North-West Mounted Police 
declared “Skagway 1 the roughest 
town m the world. ‘Soapy’ Smith 
with his gang of one hundred and 
fifty rufftans tuns the town and does 
what he pleases Robbery and mur- 
der occur daily * 

From the moment “Soapy” heard 
of the rush North he realised with 
the quick intuition of his type that 
Skagway was the ideal place for the 
exercise of hus warped genus. He 
had been operating with his gang in 
the mining towns of the west of the 
United States, particularly m Creede. 

He was then in the peme of life, 
some few years under forty, and one 
cannot help admiring hs gifts— 
warped though they wete—lus powers 
of leadership, audacity, the eye to see 
the way to the dommation of a large 
but self-occupied community, the gift 
for organsaton, the unscrupulous 
bent for extremes, and the clcarsipht- 
edness in exploiting amnble folles. 
“Soapy’s” methods were blackguardly, 
his farlures were as violent as his 
successes, and his death quick. 

The imeident which gave “Soapy” 
hus first chance to assert bis per- 
sonality was the familiar cry of 
“Murder!” in the streets of the port. 
A bartendet had fired at two men 
and killed one of them — Incensed 
miners had sprung upon the assailant, 
yanked hsm out of his saloon and 
were preparing to string him up to 
the nearest pole. 

“Soapy” had the nerve and cool 
ness of a lender of men. Accom. 
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РНЕМОМЕМОМ 


Where there «в dork there 
isn't light, е 


And yet, there's Не doubt, 
Some folk ot night 
Are very bright 
Wheh oll the lights ore out! 
TWN, 


panied by his heutenant, “Bishop” 
Bowers—so-called because of his 
sanctimonious att—and other leading 
lights, he rushed to the scene where 
the shivermg wretch would have been 
throttled m a few moments but for 
“Sonpy’s” intervention. Elbowing his 
way through the crowd with six 
shooter drawn, and backed up Бу 
lus toughs, he declared he would drop 
the first man who dared to touch the 
rope. 

With consummate effrontery he 
drawled out m his Southern tongue: 
"I always thonght Skagway was a 
law-abiding town Boys, we must do 
things tight and proper. Do ve 
know this man в guilty? Has he 
been given а fair teal? Come, now, 
give the man a chance” 

The amazmg thing was that, in 
this, the world’s roughest town, he 
got away with ш And, with almost 
devibsh gentys, he knew every beat 
of из pulse. No sooner had the eub- 
prit been hustled off to gaol than 
“Soapy” was making a collection for 
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the widow Within а few minutes 
a thousand dollars were in hand and 
given to her, and Skagway nodded 
approval. 

Then, following up his victory, 
“Soapy” audaciously announced that 
Бе was gomg to гип Skagway—and 
run it “right.” Не did, much to 
the amazement of the gang and 
not a little to “Soapy’s” profit. No 
other sharks got а look in, for they 
were told, short and sharp to clear 
out The pickings of Skagway were 
to he left to its dictator and his 
muons. — "Soapy's" gang dealt 
farbfuly with any free-lance who 
dared set foot on their preserves, а 
bullet or a savage beat-up bemg his 
warning At the same time the 
chief opened up a dancehall and 
gambling saloon known ав “Jeff's 
Place,” for the sole purpose of feec- 
ing any poor devil who was innocent 
enough to set foot inside. 

Та that сиу of shacks and tents, 
“Soapy” did not lack material for 
hus nefarious harvest. Thousands 
streamed into Skagway and out be- 
yond into White Horse Pass with 
their horses and belongmgs en route 
to the El Dorado they sought. They 
suffered untold hardships and the 
sinister title of “Dead Horse Gulch” 
by which the pass became known, 
casts a Ше light on the tragedies 
that occurred. On one mile of its 
most difficule stretch the carcases of 
three thousand five hundred horses 
were lying, 

There were no vultures to pick 
their bones clean, but plenty of 
human hatpies to prey upon the un“ 
happy speculators who had hoped to 
win quick wealth Many a victim 
was found lying lifeless by his sledge 
with a bullet hole through hts back 


ll, and everything that he bad 
Some were fucky where the 
tual finding of gold was concerned; 
it they were worn out with the ter- 
le journey, with frostbites that rob- 
them of the use of feet and 
ids, and all were ragged, haggard 
E , 
E yer the morals of Skagway 
dm the days of 098, and for a few 
“Soapy” reigned  unchil- 
le Then, es и the gang 
clubbed and robbed a Scots miner 
1 E ed Stewart of his hard-won three 
‘thousand dollars worth of gold dust. 
"He was not of the forgetting sort, 
d was as tough as “Soapy” himself. 
‘Stewart went around telling hie story 
to Skagways engineer, Frank H. 
Reid, Major Strong and the clement 
that had always opposed “боару’з” 


ang. 
1 i jerked them into action, They 
declared that they had had enough of 
"Soapy's" rule; decency must be re- 
stored; order maintained; the gang 


cleared, A fiat was issued to “Soapy” 
that if the gold was not тры 
every member of the gang would be 
E cod He gathered his toughs and 
swore they would fight for thew 
“tights and liberty.” 

‘Then, gun in hand, he strode to 
where Engineer Reid was holding a 
meeting of the men of Skagway who 
were determmed to end “Soapy’s 
dictatotship. The two men’s eyes 
"ct "Hali? snapped Reid, swinging 
his pistol forward, “боару8” gun 
came forward at the same moment. 
Simultaneously the weapons blazed; 
“Soapy” fell with a bullet through his 
heart, Engineer Reid dropped, too. 

The fall of "Soapy" wes a signal 
for a tetrible vengeance on the gang 
who, lenderless, had no guts to stand 

up to the citizens they had so long 
preyed upon, Cornered and trapped, 
they yelled for mercy, but got little, 

To-day the bodies of “Soapy” and 

the man who ended his dictatorship 

lie within a few yards of each other. 
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MICHAEL NOONAN 


The i n 5 
he jara contained water from every эса in the wold—and the seed ой death. 


(QN а scorching August day in 
1877, when stifling heat rolled 
along the streets of London, an argu- 
ment came fo an abrupt end on the 
doorstep of а tenement house called 

“Syracuse ” 

"I'm ordern’ yer to remove yer 
relf and yer precious water by dusk 
on the morrow!” The agent of the 
law strode of, leaving old Abel 
Coombes with a gross impression of 
mean eyes, contorted features and 
beefy, gaitered calves, 

He closed the door slowly and re- 
turned thoughtfully to a room which 
Was cool—eveh  dank—compared 
with the simmering heat of the 
street The walls were virtually blan. 
keted with water. On shelves that 


might have been constructed to hold 
2 massive library, 


of jars and bottles, 
ligued that was for 
perfectly clear 


thete were scores 
all filled with а 
the most part 
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For fifty years Abel Coombes had 
been colleermg water, 

He had samples from the streams, 
the rivers and the oceans of the 
world, from springs reputed to pos 
sess miraculous powers of healing; 
tom canals on whose surfaces, ar 
festival ime, petals had been strewn 
as the barge of some Monarch or 
Potentate had glided by 

Abel's interest was never scientific, 

08 was ап mterest of association 
The water was the talisman that set 
bum шош and romancng. А 
quarter of а рпг of the Nile, gras; 

im his hand and held up to the m 
set off a train of thought about the 
Pharaohs A sample of а stream 
m a Norwegian ford brought а pie 
ture of a thin white ime of water 
perpendicular on a great black face 
of tock. A cupful of Mediterranean 
became a sea and a Pageant of ships, 
from the galleys of Caesar to the 


ignored frigates of Lord Neison. 
Апа now he must vacate "Syra- 
lise’ He must remove his strange 
hattels 
In this collection of his, amongst 
6 gallons of water m the sealed 
d labelled containers, old Abel had 
‘he auswer ta the arrogance of the 
bali 

Abel Coombes was born in London 
When England was still flushed wath 
the naval victories of the early years 
of the century. His family bad direct 
contacts with rhe sea, His fathery 
валс Coombes, was a partner in а 
small shipping firm that traded ша 
radius limited, except for occasional 
trips into the Baltic, to ports in the 
Channel and the North Sea 

The Coombes family lived at 
Greenwich, and frequently entertain 
ed captus and senior mariners Per- 
haps еш stortes accounted for Abel’s 
strange hobby Не himself said that 
he was enchanted for the rest of his 
елше by hus first sight of таш» 
drops on a spider-web caught in a 
beam of sunlight 

Te happened when Coombes Senior 
was walling bus offspring in the park 
The lad had strayed to the back of 
some shrubbery Isaac had |шіе 
patience when he found lus son care- 
fully tapping drops of water off a 
spider-web into his cupped band, nor 
did he have any sympathy when 
Abel almost broke into tears because 
the golden lights in the centres of 
the drops went out the moment they 
splasbed into bis palm 

During the усыз of his youth, 
Abel’s passion for collecnng water 
grew m secret But at eighteen be 
was free to indulge as he pleased, His 
father had died and left him some 
property and a share in the business 


Abel at once set about forming his 
collection, every ocean, every sea, and 
every mayor river must be represented 
He had the determmation of a mod- 
ei stamp-collector 

By the rime he was twenty he had 
coveted the British Isles. He had 
samples from the North Sea, the 
insh Sea and the Atlantic. The 
labels stated briefly ar what ume of 
the year they were taken, and noted 
the state of the seas—whether calm 
or angry Не also had samples from 
lochs m Scorland and quiet fakes in 
Leland 

His family found lus growing col- 
lection too much for comfort, and he 
was obliged to leave the home at 
Greenwich for the tenement іп Soho 
it was part of the property left to 
him by Isaac. 

His hobby became really expensive 
when he starred to travel. Between 
wars and minor squabblings, he cov- 
ered portion of Enrope and brought 
back watery souvenirs of rivers and 
lakes ш a dozen kmgdoms and States. 
With the sample from the Grand 
Canal of Venice came music and 
song, with a dipping from the Rhine, 
the reflections of forests and castle, 
with the River Seine, the city of Paris 
1n autumn array. 

He was also paying scamen on 
foreign and disianr trade routes to 
bring lum back samples from har 
bours and roadsteads But it was 
rumoured that the seamen left their 
sampling until their ships had drop- 
ped anchor at Tilbury and then filled 
the jars from the most convenient 
landing stage 

About this tune there are several 
accounts of Abel His eccentricity 
seems to have been confined wholly 
to his consuming passion for water 
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ЕНЕ S 


То the halflight, they did not notice 
the trickle of water under the door. 
"They knocked. There was no answer. 
Their patience survived two more 
knockmgs, and then they smashed the 
door in. They stepped onto a 
swamped floor. 


Аз if ct were a rare jewel, Abel 
ісе offered a fiancee (whom he lost) 
Blending of a dozen different 
tets from such places as the Hast 

s and others that might be con- 
ted romantic. Weary of having 
yed second fiddle to an uncertain 


KISS ME AGAIN. 


Oh, Sandy MacDougall, tell me thus, 
Where did you leorn thuswise to kiss? 
Where springs the secret of this art 

That creates flutterings m my heart? 


Give me, | pray you, explanation 


How attained 


you the art of osculation? 


My dear, rephed the lover MacDougall 


When m t 
And kissing 


е Boy Scouts I played the bugle, 
to me ts now familiar 


Because the arts ure quite simile 


In other respects he was quite 
rational, courteous—m fact, charming. 
ly so~always wellattred and cap. 
able of giving an intelligent view оп 
mattets in general. 

Leonard Villon, a lawyer connect. 
ed with old Isaac’s estate, called to 
sce Abel one evening and pointed out 
that his funds were running out even 
if the water was Беше held. But 
Abel, having so easily ensnared a 
victim, refused to consider business 
matters until the unfortunate lawyer 
had been taken on a “grand tour” of 
the jars. 

“Look at this!” exclamed Abel for 
the hundredth time. Не shook ап- 
Other jar at Villon's face and con- 
tmued, “Look at it! The sacred River 
Ganges! I tell you, the prayers of 
millions can be heard drownmg the 
easy running of its waters!” He 
pressed the sample to his ear momen- 
tarily. Hager to share the delight, 
he pressed 1t against the side of Vil- 
lon's head. At the sudden touch of 
cold glass, the lawyer jumped back 
sbarply In doing so he knocked a 
Jar from the table behmd him, It 
fell onto the fender and smashed 
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The water spread quickly across the 
ash in the hearth, 

“The Seine m autumn!” groaned 
Abel with such anguish that Villon 
felt himself guilty of some awful 
crime for which not only‘ Coombes, 
but the entre French nation would 
forever damn him, 

Та the subsequent years Abel con. 
tmued his travels. He took m the 
American continent After each вир 
there was an atduous ritual of im- 
packing and labelling. But m the 
silence of the tenement he was re. 
warded by the wild roar of Niagara 
and the pounding of Pacific roilers 
on the Californian coast; he had 
glimpses of the solitary grandeur of 
the Mississippi and the River St 
Lawrence at г standstill with ice 

In the 1860s he spent some months 
ш Africa In addition to the usual 
samples, Бе brought back an amber 
bottle which he handled as though 
1t might explode if dropped. Не re- 
ferred to it as “sleep water? and re- 
luctantly admitted baving come Бу 
it їп а native village close by the 
River Niger, It was never given a 
prominent place in the exhibits. 


mber of gallons of wates, she threw 
gift in lus face, drenching him so 
roughly that the romance was 
nuffed out to the very last spark 

By 1877, Abel was down to lus 
t penny. Не could по longer 
vel For new exhibits he depended 
Арон two or three sadors who took 
ty on hin He had sold his "Syra- 
use’ over lus own head. 

He wanted the nation to buy his 
оПеспол. He was sactcely given а 
wil hearmg Не was to be ejected 
tom his house. 

When the Бай and the con- 
Gables called, the street was still 
blanketed with heat. The men were 
hot and sweaty, writable and m a 
y to have done with the business 


The shelves were empty Broken 
jars lay near a doorway in jagged 
confusion. Searching for Abel, they 
splashed out to the scullery. Неге 
a big trough had been built, The 
men were suddenly chilled ас what 
they saw. 

The waters of the world, the col- 
lection of fifty years, had been 
poured into the ttougb—despite the 
fact that most of it was merely over- 
flow. Beside the trough was the 
amber bottle ftom Africa—uncorked 

empty. 
саа had cheated the 
Бай. Having drugged bimself, he 
had drowned in a blending of the 
писте and lakes and oceans of the 
world. 
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98 оз 


What made the lady’s husband 
si 
the camera and tear up the Bene 


CRAIG RICE 


me AVENGING SNAPSHOT 


А ROVING street photographer 

was plying his trade on the beach 
at Santa Monica, Cal , one sunny day 
in the spring of 1911. He spied a 
couple seated on the sand and, sung 
them up as good prospects for a sou- 
ventr photograph, snapped their pic- 
ture. 

“Here you аге, folks,” he called 
oat cheerily. 

Before he could finish hus Пейс 
әрісі the man was оп his feet, hop- 
ping mad. Snatching the camera 
ыша ы Re ERE ES startled photo. 
grapher he bran i 
Е А d it over his 

“Give me that negative,” he threat- 
ened, “give me that negative or РИ 
smash this machine , . .” 

Dumb with astonishment, the pho- 
tographer handed over the negative. 

The photographer glared after the 
couple for a moment, and then he 
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started то follow them. "If he was 
mad about having his picture snapped 
with the lady,” the young man rea- 
soned, “he must have an important 
reason. Maybe he’s been up to some- 
thing.” 

Playmg sleuth, he shadowed the 
couple and made a note of the 
address where they tumed m, Then 
he went (с the police. 

The young man grinned, He pult- 
ed a print out of his pocket and 
handed it over to the police, explam- 
mg that he had made two snaps be- 
fote the subject knew it 
4 Тһе peli пон at the ad- 
ress given them by the photographer 
and learned that the ub К 
known there as Mr and Mrs Daw- 
son of Denver, Colo, but that all 
the letters they received were from 
St. Louis, Mo. Inquiries directed to 
the police of that сну brought an 


ediate telegraphic response, and 
оге the day was over the Dawsons 
ге in the Los Angeles Jail. 
"Our true life story takes us now 
Ottawa County, іп the extreme 
rtheast corner of Oklahoma, near 
Missouri boundary іше. On the 
ще of а deep wood stands a bleak 
use 
А men knocked on that door one 
night. [Je was the Sheriff of Ottawa 
junty, and’ he was calling to inquire 
ut a little matter of murder 
A fumer living m Мать the 
“County seat, had ridden in to report 
that he had come upon the dead body 
sf a young girl with a bullet hole 
in her head On learning from the 
medical examiner that the girl had 
seen dead about two weeks, Sheriff 
Ben Totten had made every possible 
attempt to have the body identified 
Rumor had it that the house was 
the abode of Dr Allen Heeber, leader 
of а strange religious cult, and the 
place was Known as “The House of 
Deuteronomy.” 
What the shersff wanted to know 
was whether the young woman found 
dead in the woods was known at the 
House of Deuteronomy 
The woman who appeared at the 
door said she was Cora Wentworth, 
the matron of the house Dr Heeber, 
she said, was away, and ғо was Mr, 
Gartett, his assistant. The sheriff 
politely inquired 1f by any chance а 
ошар woman student or missionary 
ый been reported musaing lately, 
Cora Wentworth repled that по 
one had been teported missing. Faye 
Church, the housekeeper, also dis 
claimed any knowledge of a missing 
girl Tn back of the house the sherif 
found a well-cultivated farm, in sharp 
conttast to the wild, overgrown ap- 


pearance of the grounds m front of 
the place. The men who worked 
the farm for Dr Heeber told the 
sherif they had given all they pos- 
sessed to the ptophet, and spoke of 
him with the profoundest respect. 
One man, however, Sam Kirby, open- 
ed up enough to disclose that a Mrs 
Санта had left the house a week 
ago after а row with Mrs Church 

"When the shenf located Mary 
Cairns she told hun that one of the 
girls, Jose Byers by name, had left 
the House of Deuteronomy alone, 
and in tears, about two weeks before 

In the meantime Пе Hecber and 
Mrs Wentworth were brought in, but 
after looking at the body ш the fun- 
eral parlor they declared it was по 
body they had ever scen before Jose 
Byers, they said, had left voluntarily, 
when she decided she didn’t want to 
be a missionary, A week later Mrs. 
Cairns came m She took one look 
at the body and said, “That’s Josie, 
Td swear и. Get Faye Church? 

Faye Church was brought m. “It 
looks like Josie,” she sud “It's hard 
to tell, but the Баш is hike hers and 
she had just such a dress” Mrs 
Cairns was more willing to talk now 
«Гуе по бле notions about Allen 
Heeber,” she declared. “He's as 
smooth as they come, and Cora Went- 
worth, too I mistrusted the whole 
outfit when T found some of Josie's 
clothes hidden away.” 

A deputy who had gone to make 
inquiries at Josie Byers’ home in Fay- 
etteville now returned with an mter- 
esting report. Нег family hadn't 
heard from her in weeks. "I picked 
up two positive means of identifica. 
tion,” he told the sheriff, “a chart of 
her teeth from the family dentist 
and the faet chat the Бейс finger of 
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ДА FAMOUS Buh anthro- 

pelos: has recently com 
pleted his reseuch into а fas 
cmaung subject He reports 


"Blondes may look exotic ог gle 
morous, but їп intellirence tests 
they make a poor chow They 
ма more susceptible to heart 
troubles than brunettes, who are 


жина equable m temperament ^" 

А psycholorist adds this post- 
әсіре “Brunettes are the truest 
tempered and have the preatest 
love responsiveness; sd heads are 
volatile and easily persuaded, but 
difficult to control, and blondes 
ше more capable af endurm, 
affection ” 


her left hand was broken when she 
was a child The bone wasn’t set 
night, her folks say. 

‘With four warrants m his pocket 
—for the three cult leaders and Sam 
Kirby who, it was now known, bad 
once been jailed back m Arkansas on 
a morals charge—Sheriff Totten re- 
turned to the mysterious house in the 
hills, He rapped on the door, There 
was no answer с door was un- 
locked, and he walked m The silence 
that met him was the silence of the 
tomb. The house had been hastily 
abandoned. Kettles of food still stood 
half cooked on the kitchen stove, 

Of the men, only two remained on 
the premises, “Dr. Несһес and Mis. 
Wentworth left early this morning 
on a short business trip to St. Louis,” 
they told the shenff “Mrs, Church 
left yesterday | . said something 
about gomg back to her people, We 
never know where fim Garrett goes 
or when he’s coming back, Kirby 
left the day you were here” 

Amas Smith, who had been the 
bookkeeper of the place, went 
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through the house with the sheriff 
АЙ the records were gone. So was 
10,000 dollars 

There's more to this than murder, 
the sheriff told himself What about 
the ри]? Where did they come from 
and where did they go when they lefe 
the house? The men dented that they 
knew anything about that, so Sheriff 
Totten went to все Mrs Carns again. 
This tme she was willing to talk. 
She hadn’t left the house voluntarily, 
she sud She was fired 4 

"It was Cora Wentworth’s doing,” 
she told the she “I was too 
nosey, she sad. She wanted to shoot 
me. There was a gun in the house. 
She was furious when I said 1 didn’t 
see why Jim Garrett had to take the 
girls out on their assignments. 

“I have absolutely no use for Me 
Garrett, or that sanctimonious Little 
ptercher, either, I was glad to get 
away from that house, Mr, Totten 
Tes an evil place. Those poor вие 
only God knows what has become of 
them.” 

Mrs. Cairns was able to offer only 
one possible clue as to Dr Hecher's 
destination, She remembered that he 
had once received a package from a 
store м St. Lous Acting on a 
hunch, the sheriff. decided to explore 
the city himself, in the hope of find. 
mg some trace of the girls who 
had left the House of Deuteronomy 
11 the company of Jim Garrett, osten- 
sibly эз missionaries. 

It was a long shot, but it hit the 
mark Та a tenderloin saloon he let 
1t be known that he was from Okt- 
homa. and presently a girl came and 
sat down beside him. 

“Garrett took us to a place and 
left us with » strange man He was 
a horsble mat. He knocked my 


th out. They said they'd kill me 
Т talked.” 
The following night a senes of 
netted two dozen gurls who bad 
abducted into white slavery by 
Garrett after they left the smys- 
mous house ш the Ozarks as “mus- 
phares." They were smple gurls 
m the hil country and none of 
em hed ever been іп а big city 
fore, 
Poor little Josie Byers had escaped 
at fate—only to meet death at 
e muzzle of a 38 calibre revolver. 
That was Sherif Torten’s next task, 
To find that gun, and the person wbo 
“fred tt. Was it ша Gartett? Dr. 
"Heeber? Mrs Wentworth? 
Те was the long arm of coincidence, 
eachmg clear across the continent 
to the street photographer on the 
"beach at Santa Monica that made 
the answer to that question possible 
—an meent that was true to life, 
"but almost too strange for fiction. 
“Mr, and Mrs. Dawson" turned 
out to be Dr Heeber and Mis. 
Wentworth Hleeber admitted. selling 
the girls mto slavery, but һе denied 
the murder It was Mrs Wentworth 
who finally put the finger оп him— 
and then only some time later, on her 
deathbed, for she had been slowly 
dying of an incurable illness, The 
"murder weapon had meanwbile been 
found under а floor board m the 
house. 2 
“Dr Heeber killed Този Byers; 
Mrs Wentworth declared m her 
deathbed story. “The girl was infatu 
ated with him. She wanted hum to 
marry her and threatened to tell cer- 
tain things if he didn’t He woke me 
up in the’ middle of the mght and 
told me he had decided to do it 
"They went away together. At five 


"clock in the morning he came back 

Ms He said he had shot her 
with my gun and asked me what to 
do with 1, I pried loose а board ш 
the atte and put it there, We hid 
her clothing, and im the morning we 
said she had decided to go home? 

Dr Heeber confessed the murder 
and, an hour later, committed sti- 
cide Бу swallowmg poson. Cora 
Wentworth died of a tumor before 
she could be brought to trial, 

Both had эшпей against the laws 
of men, bur they had also sinned 
agamst а Higher Law For 16 is writ- 
ten m the same Book of Deuteron- 
omy: “Thou shalt be perfect with 
the Lord thy God” 

And и БА thar Higher Law that 
exacted the punshment 


<N 
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Street musicians touched the heart of n man 
who gave Ilmbless soldiers a big legacy 


KILLEEN 


BACT. 


AND THE “LIMBIES” 


“Poor Killen и dead, and а 
better frend а lmbless soldier did 
not have.” 
(BEHIND that opening line of an 
obituary published m 1523 lus a 
truly amazing story of a young Anzac 
to whom Australa owes ап ever- 
dying debt of gratitude and thanks, 
and yet of whom so few people know 
so Ше 
But this is not the story of Killeen 
himself, but that of his love for fel- 
low Australians which today lives and 
will never die, although Killeen has 
passed on to the place where ali good 
soldiers eventually go. 
Tt was а Friday might in August, 
1919, Sydney was packed with tited 
ана weary [ше shoppers hurrying to 
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make final purchases before the 
chimes of nme, Mingled among the 
crowd were men m Khaki, battle vet- 
erans of the Middle East, of Gall- 
poli, of France, back home with wat 
at end and peace 

Shop lights shone out on the pass- 
mg parade as they poured along the 
pavement of each streer Some were 
happy, some sad, for the years of 
war seemed to have left из mark On 
one corner where a betle more than. 
five years before had stood a German 
band brillanely rendermg excerpts 
from “Flora Dora,” now came the 
twang of an out-of-tune banjo, played 
by a legless Aussie wearmg a grease- 
stamed tunic. 

Mis battered slouch hat, contamung 


YOUNG 


decoy coppers, rested beside 
while four of his also maimed 
ts rattled collection boxes under 
| noses of the passing throng, and 
littered “Help the old Dig’ 
Around the block, George, King, 
tt and Market, it was the same 
battle heroes, now broken and 
bless, mutilated “Tipperary” as 
scraped on old Баз, blew 
ough battered cornets, апі 
awked оп broken-reeded mouth 
gans Here was a new army, an 
пу of beggars, their legacy for gal- 
пре duty to their country 

Tt was on that August might that 
Frank Killeen, а young Anzac who 
had left a leg behind on Gallipoli, 
wung along on his crutches among 
© passing parade in Pitt Street, 
Шсеп, at the time a pioneer mem- 
of the newly-formed Returned 
Soldiers’ Association, was a sad man. 
The sight of hus fellow Anzacs beg- 
ш the streets worried him He 
shamefully hung his head as mem- 
ores went back to London where he 
d seen veterans of bygone wats 
ШЕ nding the stsacm Бедров for food 
Killeen’s blood boiled as the cry 
“Help the old Dig” echoed in hus 
ars Here were his battle com- 
des, maimed and broken, left to beg 
for a crust of bread, Killeen bit hard 
m hus lip as bis bran churned "Help 
the old Dig certainly, but they must 
ver be allowed to beg. The sights 
‘of London must never occur m Syd- 
су” Killeen muttered under his 
breath 

So home that night went Killeen to 
evolve a plan; a plan for looking 
Mer till death Australia’s maimed 
id Imbless war veterans. 

Withm а month there had been 
founded che Limbless and Mamed 


Soldiers’ Association, with Killeen 
working like a Trojan, Around Ним 
he had gathered a body of war- 
blasted men, who, like Killeen, were 
anxious to see that ther war com- 
rades were not left beggmg on the 
streets for an existence 

Things were soon under way, A 
request to the Commonwealth Gov- 
ernment found pensions for his men 
mercased by £60,000 a year; the Red 
Cross were busily finding suitable jobs; 
membership was mcreasing, and above 
all, the cry of “Help the old Dig” 
was now seldom heard m the streets 

Te was not long before КШесл 
found hunself the “father” of 950 
warmamed heroes m New South 
Wales alone, and a new battle cry 
was rmging throughout Sydney for 
help for а worthy cause 

Donations began to roll ш from 
business houses, estates, and private 
сипаепв, first of whom to head the 
list was Sir Willam Vicars with a 
wat bond for £100 That was in 
1922, and the tiny cogs im tbe giant 
machine that Killeen bad planned 
theee years before, were slowly be- 
ginning to turn 

By this tme Killeen’s idea had 
spread thtoughout the nation, and 
m each State a similar body was 
under way, all using the same Біш- 
prnt for rehabilitatmg and helping 
the man who had given a limb for 
his country Killeen became Federal 
President 

In New South Wales the member- 
ship of the Assocation had grown 
to 1400 and a preat deal more money 
was needed to further the schemes 
that Killeen had m mind Never for 
one moment was Killeen idle. Day 
and night he was planning fot the bet 
terment of the crippled soldier. 
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IT'S SPRING—DARN IT! 


The bloom is on the rose одат, 

The petals ore softly unfolding, 

And birds in the trees with scoring heorts 
The joys of the Spring ore upholding 

But horbingers of Spring—Avount! 
Away with bloom ng roses, 

You matter not ot oll to us 

Who've bieoming running noses 

To heck with the birds in bloommg trecses, 
From us with bloaming winter sneezes, К 
And take away the blooming wottles — 
For us, insteod— hot wot-r bottles 


Funds ftom Armistice Day collec 
tions, from partis and dances, ftom 
small arr unions and donations were 
now rolling m to help this worthy 
cause 

And then, like something unbeliev- 
able, it happened Frank P. J. Ки. 
ken, who for four years had given 
his all to help his fellow-men, re- 
signed Few knew through those 
years that he had been a sick man, 
suffering from digbetes Within a 
few months, June 1923, Killeen was 
dead. 

Truly an amazing man, А man 
that loved his ШЕ А man 
whose sympathetic feeling led то the 
founding of an organisation that will 
forever remain а monument to lum 

But with the death of Killeen the 
seed he had sown grew cven stronger 
Where Killeen left of other men 
took over, and the great work con- 
tinued, 
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The tme was now tpe for the 
Association to go after bigger things 
A prize of £20 was offered to any 
member who could produce a scheme 
for raising £50,000 im five years; an- 
other £20 prize to the man who sub. 
mitted the best plan of how to distri- 
bute the money to the advantage of 
members, and according to Associa- 
tion. policy. 

One of the prizes was awarded. (о 
Н, B. Sheldon, present registrar of 
the Co-operative Building Societies 
m NSW, а member, who suggest 
ed the idea of an old age provident 
scheme Today more than £100,000 
stands to the credit of Sheldon’s idea, 
which distributes nearly £2400 each 
year among men of the Old Brigade. 
A magnificent feat, 

The scheme was launched a few 
months after the death of Killeen, 
and by 1924, organisers using the 
slogan “Expenses МИ? combat 


unfavorable reaction then among 
public due to questionable run- 
of charty shows—funds were 
Ig in. 

Та that year one art umon netted 
= Assocation £4,000. Later a Syd- 
Ugly Man’s contest returned 
0,000, and a chanty matmee at 
r Majestys Theatre, with a star 
rogramme which included Mosco- 
itch, Ella Shields, Maude Fane and 
any other artists who gave their 
ervices free, brought nearly 81700 
to the fund. 

But the old age provident scheme 
under which members of the Asso- 
station 55 years and older now par- 
ticipate, was only one of the many 
angles that the hatd-working commut- 
тес of the Association m 1924 was 
handling. 

Every suggestion that was put for- 
ward for the betterment of из limb- 
Jess and maimed members was pros- 
pected Better artificial limbs, tra- 
yellmg concessions, medical attention, 
financial assistance, ete, were all liste 
ed on the programme. 

But perhaps one of the greatest 

advantages that was given members 
was the formaton and establishment 
of the Limbless Soldiets’ Aquatic 
Club—the only one of 165 kind im the 
world—which has been in operation 
at 68 Wentworth Rd, Vaucluse, 
since 1928. 
Steangely enough, while these 
Jimbless Aussies had been m uniform 
they suffered little | embattassment, 
but in after years it was found that 
many members were suffering an in 
feriority complex when forced to dis 
play their torn limbs publicly, 

Та London during the 1914-18 war 
it was nothing to see an armless 
Digger carrying piggy-back his leg- 


less cobber. The two men cooper- 
ated as one, cach helping the other, 
but early m 1924 an madent at 
Bondi Beach started what 15 now one 
of the greatest pleasures of the limb- 
less soldier—the Aquatic Club. 

It all started when а surf-loving 
“Limbie” was carried from the dress 
ing sheds to the wateredge by a 
friend, sunilar го the ptocedure dur- 
ing their London days Ав if Е was 
a freak tum, the huge crowd of 
Bondi sunbathers rose from the beach 
to watch the episode The men be- 
came so embarrassed that they re 
turned immediately to the sheds. 
“Never agam will we swim in pub 
lic," they said 

This was а terrible blow пос 
simply to the two men concemed за 
the episode, but to the hundreds of 
limbless men who heard about 15 as 
they did. 

To them, anxious to take up the 
broken threads of life as best they 
might, this was а warnmg signal 
a ruthless, if thoughtless, symbol 
from the public that a man mained 
in a struggle for freedom might be 
looked upon more as а freak than а 
hero, [ 

This was completely frustrating to 
men who were alteady self-conscious; 
it was a threat which seemed to cat 
them off from a chance of establish- 
ing themselves agam m normal hv. 
ing. It 1s easy to understand why, 
though they had been brought up дп 
the beach, they said, “We will never 
swim in public again.” Bue where 
could they swim in ptivate? 

Неге was another worry for the 
Association We must get our men 
a place where they can swim and 
enjoy their sport without becoming a 
star act for the gazing publie. 
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WHEN Gibbon, the historian, 

of che faméus “есіле and 
Fal of the Roman Empire,” 
was cournng Lady Elizabeth 
Foster, he had as а rival a fam 
ous doctor Оп one occasion, che 
doctor became ned of Gibbon 
Tonopolzmg фе conversation, 


and зак 
“When you have made Lady 
Elizabeth ll with your nonsense, 


I will cure her” 


“When Lady Elizabeth ıs dead 
from your prescriptions,” fished 
back Gibbon, *1 will immottalice 
her” 


А few years eather a grand old 
lady, "uy Ана Dewag who had 
lived in Woolloomooloo, passed away, 
leaving her estate of 552000 in the 
hands of trustees for deserving chari- 
tes At one tme Mary Ann Dewar 
had owned portion of the land on 
which the Carlton Hotel, in Castle- 
reagh St, Sydney, is now built. 

Perhaps it was that one of the 
ttustees, Wiliam Hamilton, witness- 
ed the Bondi affair, because when 
approached, he offered £5000 from 
the єзїмє to purchase any property 
the Association thought fie for a club- 
house for its members, 

When later told that they could 
buy the property on the harborfront 
at Vaucluse for £6500, Hamilton said 
"Buy it and we'll рау.” 

It was not long before the 
“ашык” of Sydney were enjoy- 
ing them own club—and privacy 

The palatial Aquatic Club with its 
private swimming pool-mow head. 
quarters of the Lambie Swimming 
Club—its bowling green, billiard and 
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card rooms, and where limbless sol. 
diers сап now enjoy a few меда 
test at moderate charge, helped to 
Bive peace of mind and at the same 
tune physical fitness to the men who 
felt they should hide ther wounds 
from public gaze 

Те wasn't long before the complex 
was entirely forgotten, and these bat- 
tered and war-torn men were шүн. 
ing visitors to watch them prowess 
im water sport 

The result had far exceeded all 
expectations, and those days the lim 

tes once threatened with a bitter, 
solitwy and inactive hc, во abroad 
for swimming tournaments, 

At Blackhealth, NSW, recently 
they held а challenge tournament 
with able-bodied swimmers, and in 
several events the winner was a man 
who swam without an atm, or a leg 
It was good to see These men, who 
had made a great sacrifice m war, 
had established their proficiency under 
a handicap, and were normal men 
agam! That’s a big thing 

But all through this gieat effort to 
belp the lunbless and mamed sol- 
dier, the name of Killeen hved, The 
seed that Killeen had sown had truly 
taken root 

And then came World War IT 
Quickly the old “Limbies” realised 
that they would soon have comrades 
of another generation—and another 
war— to look after, 

But clus time there would be no 
need for the сту of “Help the old 
Dig” to echo through the streets of 
Australias no need for the long 
weary years of building up an ог 
Батизапоп to look after them, по 
need for these new war-batrered vet- 
erans to hide their feelings, for the 
machine that Frank Killeen had 


ned was ready to welcome them 
t wasn’t long ee the Old Bri- 
le was mcetmg hospital ships, 
ting hospitals, telling thew Ше 
at there was no need to worry this 
©, cxtmg for them and showing 
m whet would be done 
And so ш New Sourh Wales alone 
5 new "Limbies" from World War 
came back го jom their older 
rades 

Today the Limbless Soldiers” Asso- 
mon carries on, cver-cating and 
ver-fighting for che men of Australia 
ho gave part of them for the coun- 


try's honor and the safety of freedom 

Killeen has been dead 25 years— 
Lut the name or Killeen will never 
be forgotten 

ui Arete “linbies” to-day 
have a Ше they сал appreciate, sports 
they can enjoy, some compensation 
for the sacrifices they made. This is 
no more than we owe them, but it 
ва debe which had to be recognised 
before it could be paid, and it was 
recognised by Killeen 

Truly, a great man was Killen— 
"a better friend а limbless soldier 
did not have.” 


THE WORLD АТ ITS WORST 


FRED PERLEY SPENDS A GOOD DEAL OF Hie NME 
Одвстне SIRANGERS M OMER PEOPLE 5 HOUSES, BECAUSE | 
THE PLUMERS! ROUSE НИЕ с BIDDEN BY SHRUBBERY, TE с. 
PANT HAS WORN OFF ТИЕ LAPPETS, TE WIMPLES HNE NEVER 
AROUND 70 REPLACING ME ONE NUMBER. JANT DROPPED BT. 
WER NUMBER PLATE , AND NONE OF THE HOUSE БУМВЕ 
CN ВЕ SEEN AT NIGHT ANYWAY 


ES 
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assing entences 


Stones and sticks are thrown only at fruitbearmg trees. 


A bore ва person who never seems to have а pteyious engagement, 


You can’t do anything wrong in the eyes of your mother because she 
15 always looking at you with her heart. 


Palsing proposal. "Im a stranger here, 


Would you direct me to your 
heare?” 


The law gives a man the righ 


t to open fus wife's letters, but not the 
nerve, 


А cheap substitute for happiness is pleasure, 


World peace depends up 


on what is in our hearts more than what is 
in our treaties, 


A grl docsn’t have to worry very much about her family tree if she has 


the right kind of limbs. 
Growing old ts a bad habit which a busy man has no ішпе to form. 


Folks used to make ther own clothing on spinnmg wheels, Now they 
lose their shirts on em 


The репой when a fish grows most quickly is between the time we 
catch it and the ішпе we describe it to ош friends, 


What passes for women’s intuition is often nothing more than man’s 
transparency. 
Many nations apparently want to wrest m peace, 
The only trouble with beng 
you're kable to forget your place. 
Pawnbroker: One who lives off the flat of the land, 
Fun is like msurance— 


able to read a woman Ше a book, is 


the older you gee the more it casts. 


Ж invitation to relax is given 
charmingly by Marilyn Monroe, 
20th Century - Fox starlet. 
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HE bng "Ulkwate" was no 
place to be rhat afternoon, Ie 
was a day of clear вку and blue water 
Nature was pleasent, but the second 
mate of the brig was vile 

The camps had been our to the 
ship bat moming, drewing ther 
craft atound the “мент” and 
offenne any man of the crew who 
wished to desert а small purse of gold, 
and promise of a berth on any other 
sesel m the harbour, with bette 
conditione 

"The second mate hed lud out with 
a marlin spike the first man who had 
red to leave rhe ship бо the crimps 
had годе away, and the crew had 
added one more grudge to tem score 
apunst this man, che second mate, 
Skews 

Then, in the afternoon, and with 
the loss of one life, they finally settled 
the score 

Te began when Skews called 
cabin boy to hum. This was his 
favourite cabin boy To show the 
favour, Skews had besten the boy 
almost every knot of the voyage out 
from England 

“Bring me a ropes end,” Skews 
told che boy 

"But, sir, I haven't done anything,” 
the boy protested 

Skews! witty reply wes thet this was 
Just the reson why the boy deserved 
а beating “Уаине on this ship to 
work,” he snarled, 


The boy brought the горе end and 
Skews rook зе from him and told htm 
to torn erognd Не laid the rope’s 


Murder on the 
“ULLSWATER” 


end across the boys back, but only 
once 

Party wae the men who mrerferred 

Skews struck Parry across the face 
wich the rope. Pany bunched lus 
biz far and felled Skews Someone 
опей “Fight and men came funnme 

When Skews climbed off the deck 
he had а knife m his hand, a case 
Кайе sharpened to a pomt Before 
Patty could reise what was happen- 
ims, he had been stabbed 

Skews stood over the fallen man 
and glared ar the others around hum 

“Men! Skews snarled “баша! 
ТИ do the lot of you” 


Then he ran at them with the 
Бае and they scattered before htm, 
lettmz Ыт reach the rail where he 
turned and faced chem Quite mad 
now, he ran at them agam, and а 
foot came out and tripped hm They 
piled on hm when he fell, 

The police came out to take Skew 
io custody, and to transfer Parry 
то the hospital where he was to die 
three days later Skew was broushe 
to chem in ions 

One of the роіке remarked on the 
battered appesrance of the murderer 

"He fell and һи his face on the 
deck,” а seman told shem 

"The verdict арайл Skew was one 
of “wilful murder,” and he wes later 
sentenced to serve m the road gung. 

The man who had come to Port 
Jackson m Augusr of 1840, as secend 
mate of the brig "Ullweren? re- 
талой as a guest of His Маску? 
Government 


The lovely girl couldn't wi at the sam- 
But she found a winner 


bhag table, 


Ж MARIE л FANNING 


LUCK ron a LADY 


‘HE wheel stopped at twenty-two. 
Swiftly che croupier's rake slid 

across the rable A few people pushed 
back their chairs and left There 
were others waitng to take their 
place Americans, English, Italian, 
French Men with bored expres- 
sions, women with the excitement of 
first play making thei faces flushed 
and their eyes bright 

Fifteen The croupter’s rake moved 
again 

This time the eyes tumed to а 
young man who sat at one end of 
the table. He was dark, good-look- 
ing, obviously English His hands 
moved to add to the growing stacks 
of chips in front of hun 

The eyes turned back co the wheel 
Seventeen. Араш they were on the 
man at the end of the table 

Someone behind hum asked, “Who 
15 he? I haven t seen him before” 

Another voice answered, "I don’t 
know. He must have made a few 
thousand to-mght Beginners luck.” 

People at the table were waiting 
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for hun to place bus chips. "The ctou- 
per was watching him closely. 

Then he swept hus chips together 
and rose from the table The croupier 
looked relieved. 

As the young man walked away 
fiom the rable, he saw a woman 
standing close Бу. She was starmg at 
hun She wore a white evenmg gown 
and her blonde hair was swept high 
to the crown of her head She was 
beautiful 

As he drew neater, she stepped for- 
word a httle to meet bim. 

“Pardon me,” she sad, “but you 
are English, аки? you?" 

He looked surprised. “Why, yes,” 
he said 

She spoke hurriedly из a low tone. 

"I am so pleased I am English, 
too My паше із Susan Wright 
Could you help me?” 

He looked at her ар сог skin, the 
wide grey eyes, the full red mouth 

“Tf ir is possible, І shall be glad 
to help you? 

She smiled at him 


"What is your name?” 
| "Roper Fraser.” 

"E shall call you Roger You сеп 
Вар me. Iam in difficulty. I must 


и 


get some money—quickly. Would 
you come back to the table and play 
t with me? You have luck tonight. 
I have been watching уоп” 
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a MEN ome 


\ 


PREOCCUPIED 


They say ‘twas a marvellous 
movie, 


+ The lost thot | went to see 
That may be so— 
| do not know, 


Гог | went with the fair Miss 
р! 


— Мое 


ie 

ad finshed 1 

to my hotel" = 
“Please,” she whispered, 
He looked at her for a moment, 
"All night,” he sad. 
‘They sat together at the table, His 


luck still held. A crowd gathered be. 
hind thew chairs to watch оре, 

lt was three o'clock when Roger 
prepared to leave, 

$5 os to go now,” he told her 

„ not yet, Roget,” she pli b 
UNI es os 

“Мо, Pm sorry 1 am not gomg to 
stram my lude any further” 

She grumbled a little as she closed 
her bulgmg bag. But when they had 
left the table, she took his arm and 
squeezed it, 

"I can’t thank you enough. You 
38, got де out of a frightful jam.” 

an't I see you to hotel?” 
he asked her. i ү е 

"No, thank you. I shall sta id 
watch a litle longer” ауан 

She turned and left him, 
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Tie walked 


[been content with lat might 
hotel. He 


| gone today as he had planned 
t there had been the woman. 

de smiled bitterly, Even there his 
k hadn't held. 

Не lay down on the bed, If he 
ШЫ; raise a few рош. His 
might be good again tonight. 
at were he would leave tomorrow. 
Suddenly he sat up. There was 
| a chance. She might be there 
might. 

"Your card, Monsieur?" the door 
In asked 

өреге hand went to his pocket. 
he remembered. Не badn't 


he was sure, 

Roger was there early. Carefully he 
looked through all the а to E. if 
she was already at the tables She 
wasn’t, He chose a table that was 
neat the door If she came in he 
would see her 

“Tt was eleven o'clock when some- 
thing went wrong. He was beginning 
to lose. The wheel spun again. He 
lost. Once more he placed his chips. 
This time it would be all nght Four- 
teen was bis number, Five came up 

He was pale and a pulse was beat 
ing in his temple. If this should be 
the beginnmg-—. 

He lost again. He plunged. Again 

He stood up and shoved his char 
back savagely. Everyone was watch, 
ing him. 


hall fix up about the card later." 
The doorman looked at him sus- 
1ously. 
“Гуе heard that story before.” 
Well, it’s right this tune, Let 
in and ГП be back іп fve min- 
es. 

The doorman opened the door 
grudgingly, 

АШ night then, but not а mmute 
er? 

Roger walked through all cbe 
looms. Then he saw her. She was 
tting at a table with a pile of chips 
front of her. She had on an ice- 
blue dress, with diamantes on her 
Вие neck and in her hate. She looked 
cited, her eyes were sparkling and 
the laughed softly as she reached 
across the table to place her chips. 
There was an elderly grey-haired 
ran sitting next to her, and as Roger 
Stood looking at her, he bent forward 
and whispered ш her ear She looked 
р at him and laughed agam 
Roger waited She had won again 
Mow she was standing up and walk- 
g away from tbe rable, leaving the 


"Poot devil,” 
“Не lost the lot? 

As he left the Casino, the untform- 
ed doorman stepped forward. 

"Your card, monsieur?” 

Roget gave it to him. 

The man examined 1t, 
ped it into a box 

"You will ее out a new one? 
This expires” 

He hadn't the price of a meal 
now, let alone a card for the Casino 
He made his way to the hotel 

He sat on the edge of his bed and 
dropped his head m his hands, He 
was a fool He should have known 
his luck wouldn't hold that long If 


they wete saying 


then drop- 


шап who was with her to gather up 
the chips. 

Roger went up to her. 

“Helio, Susan,” he said 

She stood quite still looking at hun. 
Her face was suddenly expressionless, 
ber lips pressed tightly together. But 
x was her eyes he noticed, They 
were cold and bard. 

"Susan, can I speak to you а mo- 
ment?" 

The grey-hawed man was walking 
toward them, Still Susan didn’t an- 
swer. She just stood there staring 
at him. 

‘The man came up and took her by 
the arm. 

What goes on here? Is some- 
thing wrong?” He looked at Roger 
"Do you know this man?" 

Susan looked straight at Roger 
without blinking. 

“Мо, Гуе never seen tam before. 
He doesn’t even know my name He 
walled me Susan." 

Roger opened his mouth to speak, 
then he closed ıt agam. His face 
hardened 

The other man turned to hum, 

“Would you mind leaving the [абу 
alone? You are annoymg her? 

Roger turned and walked to the 
door. As he went he heard her say. 

"How strange. He must have mis- 
taken me for someone else.” Then 
in an excited voice she added, "Thank 
you so much for getting me out of 
trouble tomght” 

The doorman held out his hand to 
Roger. 

“Where’s the card?” he asked. 

"The lady wasn’t there? Roger 
told him. 

He stepped out into the street, A 
soft, musty rain was falling, He turn- 
ed his coat collar up around his face 
and walked slowly back to his hotel 
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Grocodile’s Brother 


24 KEVIN HARTE 


The black man w; 


—and сгосоййез 


THE big muster was almost over 

Only a few more “scrubbers” 
had to be brought ш and branded 
before the big drive started for 
Wyndham Meat Works Stockmen, 
black and. white, clustered about che 
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Ав better than whites 
weie on hrs side 


flickering сатр , 
ampfre in the “hom 
paddock of Yaraanderie Station The 
overseer, Mick Carson, spoke as he 
stirred his tm pannikin of tea 


“T met young Joc Hanse 
the се today, T cme” 


The cattle turned away, bat Mibut 
drove them back towards the river 


“Yeah?” answered Ted Cummins, 

Bi dd Bib Берл Dui he 
ду?” 

"Bill's fine He's up m Darwin at 
The moment, gettin’ some sln graft- 
ied over those scars on his head.” 

И они he get those scats, Mick?" 
asked Cummins, то ар a cigarette, 
с Leen meaning to ask you since 
T first met ВШ” 

Mick threw another log on the 
fire and sent one of the black boys 
До reheve the man who was guarding 
The branded cattle 


"fr must be over ten years ago 
since и happened,” began Mick, "Eug 
Bill was workin’ for me at the іше 
—he was my best rider———* 

As Cummins listened, Mick’s voice 
seemed to fade away and the fhcker- 
ing fire turned to the crimson glow 
of a Territory sunset. Mick told hus 
story 

Yaraanderie’s northernmost out- 
station was on the tree-clad banks of 
the Fitzmaurice, іп charge of Big Bill 
Hansen. Three huts, of roughly- 
seasoned timber slabs and with sheet- 
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“This fella want ‘em plenty white and апей with every trick learned 
E tobac” he demanded gutturally. іп а hard and reckless Ше 

de аба е саса tcd exploded Нашар, юмо "Through Ва mte Tibur had 
hun, a reptile had swum beside they Б to his feet, “бие me pmk! I managed to keep his вир on the 
dis. carrying his weapons im Из sav: gave you your weekly ration — stockwlup, and made every endeavour 


ONE sunny May day in Con- 
tral Park я blind man was 


seen tapping for sitention wih tday!” to use it араш, snaking out the lash 
his cane On his chest was a } 206 Jaws В ! 1 

КА о ок aie Reed s os Ue а “about, кшш anes) to) кр Не 
өзе pud mach attention о hum Å brother" to the crocodile and none ката white man for а second advantage 


A huile faribar on another blind 

begsar was dome, better Prach- 

cally every passer-by put а com 

m his cup, same even rurnmg 

baek to make a coneribution His 

amgmd “It s Му and I 
ax 


es! You'll leave bye-and-bye all Hansen gripped the lash to pull the 
ht—after the mustering’s over. whip, knowing that if Tlhbut let go 
hats when the musson wants you he would be disumed, and that i£ he 
ick, and you're not gong to roam did not, he would be tugged off bal- 
bush while I’m still in charge!” ance, but Illibut, also knowing this 
"This fella leave now!” romed the instinctively, jumped im and tamed 
bo, Мо go back to Mission—go the butt of the whip for another blow 
nga corroborer. at Hansen's skull. The white man 
Hansen unbuttoned his khaki shirt, dived Не a battermg ram into Ше 
paring to wash himself, and ture buts stomach, and the black man 
d to the stockman, doubled up, amumg a vicious uppet- 
"Lasten, Ыш? he sud, “You cut at Hensen’s unprotected chm as 
ught be able to boss those other boys, пе did so. 
ut don't come the wild-man stunt Hansen dodged the blow by throw- 
me or Yl thrash you to within ing his two arms about Illbut; they 
n inch of your life.” both went down, and when they got 
Unexpectedly, the big abo. lashed ү their feet the whip lay between 
with the butt of his stockwhip them оп the ground. They managed 
hd sent Hansen reeling. to do without и, and fought bitterly 
The overseer shook his head to to the finish. 
аг it and went charging back at Hansen made it a final and tertible 
[Ьис Black man and white crashed — lesson 
the dirt floor of the hut and rolled He stood over the unconscious 
rough the open doorway. black figure on the ground, breath. 
‘Outside, they lurched to their feet ing heavily and wiping sweat from his 
nd fought like demons Hansen did glistening brow. The other three boys 
bat he had threatened to do—he stared on with eyes protruding like 
ashed Illibut to within an inch of onions А white man had beaten the 
crocodile man 
From the first moment it was ap. "You, Tiger,’ roared Hansen, 
ent that the act of figbting bad “take this fella Ihbut longa hut— 
ped out the color line: Illibut, who quick fella now! Take bim hut! 
pite his truculent and sullen жа Tiger and the other two ароз. car- 
Ще, had always known where a пей the battered Illibut to their hut 
k man should stop when dealing That might Hansen shifted his 
ith whites, was now over that line, bunk and slept facing the doorway, 
having gone too far could not, but to one side, and with his hand 
етед, go far enough. Не dodged on the butt of lus revolver. However, 


would ever touch а man who made 
"boast like that. More than once he 
had threatened to call the crocodile 
his "brothers" to eat the tertified 
stockboys unless they gave him the: 
“nigger-twist” tobacco. He was 
bully, this black stockman. 

As he jerked the saddle from Би 
sweating horse, Illibut's mind was far 
пиар he wei inking of the сой 
toboree that was soon to be held. He 
led the hotse towards the water- 
bark roofs, set among tall gum-ttees, trough. 

were Hansen's domam. Half а mde A bunch of scrubbers had just been 
away, through the gums and lantana, turned into the temporary branding. 
glitteted the waters of the ctocodile- 
infested Fitzmaurice. warped gidgee saplings. 

Under Hansen's care were four day's work over, Hansen strode to 
aboriginal stockmen, All except one wards bis slab hut and lit his pipe. 
were good workers, and obeyed bum Once inside the hut, he sat оп thel 
without question, The disobedient edge of his bunk and geunted as В 
stockman was ТИ, a sturdy fellow pulled the work-stained Или bood 
from the Cape Scott Resetye. from his weary feet. 

Шіӛше had always hated takmg A shadow darkened the open door. 
orders from a white man Recently жау. Hansen looked up and squinted) 
Бе had actually been abusive to Han- his blue eyes. Outside, the sun was 
sen Only the latter’s great patience setting in a blazing cauldron of colour 
saved the abo. from a thrashing. and, because the hut faced West, 
Hansen knew the reason for ИНЬие$ Hanson could not at first distinguish 
outbursts—recent  smoke-talk ftom the figure silhouetted m the glowing: 
the coastal tribes had told of a great doorway. Аз hus eyes became usedi 
corroboree to be held shortly. The to the glare, the ugly features of Ши 
other three “boys” were satisfied so but slowly йен, He had 
Jong as they got good tucker three watered the horse 
times а day. “Оһ. what d'you want?! 

These other boys were scared of asked the lean overseer, “Tiger and 
Hbbut, and he knew st, and used the the others have got your tucker.” 
fact to obtain more “baccy” for him. The aborigine advanced further inv 
self, Once, so the boys told Hansen, to the hut. 


This touch of poety in а 
Prost world was readily recog 
пей 
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the expected spear did not thud into 
the space normally occupied by the 
bunk, and Illibut was actually grin- 
ning at breakfast the next motnme 

“Нез happy,” thought Hansen, 
“too damn happy I wonder what 
be's cooking up now?” 

The beasts іп the branding-pen 
were soon thrown and branded, The 
actid smell of burnt har mingled 
with the sweet bush air, and Hansen 
detailed the black boys to their job 
of collecting the few remaming 
scrubbers. 

ТШын complied with alacrity and 
rode off along the trail to the tiver. 
Не had not ridden far when he sur 
prised three heasts grazing m a small, 
gum-tree frmged clearmg А willy 
wegtul was dancing along the red 
back of one big steer, but took to the 
air in panic at the crack of Illibuts 
stockwhip. 

Never had the black man gone to 
work with such gusto His spinted 
horse pranced under his urging hand; 
the stockwhip snaked, cracking, over 
the heads of the cattle, and they began 
to move, 

There was 2 wide grin of undis. 
used enjoyment on Ilhbut’s face, 
which might at first have suggested 
that the feht, and any ilbwill grow 
ing out of it, had long died from 
his mind, 

Moving gracefully, as if he were m- 
deed part of the beast that carried him, 
he urged the cattle into movement 

Lumbering awkwardly, they went 
forward Пи moved in behind 
them, his black arm flashing untumg- 
ly with the whip. In a picturesque 
sort of way he might have been an 
avenging god pursuing the cattle with 

mm ibtent: to the more practical eye 

e demonstrated what every good 
stockman should Бе. 
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The beasts bellowed and lumbered 
of into the bush as the эпо ар lash 
snaked actoss their backs. ПШ 
spurred his horse forward and gave 
chase. "The undergrowth crashed be: 
neath the thundermg hoofs of the 
cattle and startled cockatoos took 
screeching flight from the tall Кап. 
garoo grass. Crows and tall grey 
Dises squawked from the bushes. 

The cattle turned away from the 
nver, but Шис turned them beck 
їп the direction of фе rollmg, brown 
waters 

A cunning, diabolical plan was rac 
img through the abo's mind He 
would show the white man that it 
didn’t pay zo thrash Ilhbut The 
three beasts he was chasing were 
among the fattest steers on Yaraan 
dere А few quid would be lost if 
somehow or other they fell mto the 
Fitzmaurice and were taken by the 
crocodiles- Cruelly, the abo lashed 
the cattle and kept them charging 
through the scrub towards the river 

With а crash the beasts burst 
through the tall, slender saplings and 
plunged into the muddy waters. The 
mud on the river bed was like glue 
The bawling cattle found themselves 
trapped 

Шізше yelled with glee and jerked 
his borse to a halt on the btk of 
the six-foot bank, His stockwhip 
snaked out and lashed the bawling, 
frenzied, thrashing cattle, In mid- 
stream and drawing closer were a line 
of black snouts and cyectidges as the 
aie saurians dashed tn for the 

ll. 

“Come, brothers!” yelled Uhbut m 
his native tongue, “Come and devour 
the white man’s cattle” 

Tn a mattet of mmutes the quiet 
waterway surged into 2 mass of blood. 


cked foam as it echoed to the 
rse bellows of the battling saur 
ms. The cattle were torn to shreds 
con only а crimson patch remained 
m the brown surface. 

Шит was cackling with joy at 
“е slaughter, and yelling his thanks 
» his "brothers" when a voice inter- 


“What the Без all this?” It was abo, 
Jansen. 
The bellows of the cattle had 


ought him down to sec what was 
rong 

Шис swang around im Бы saddle 
and his grin vanished 

“Bank,” he said in answer to Han- 


ted hun, 


sen’s question, “him give wey 
fall m tibber—crocodile finish. "im 

“You lyn’ dingo!” bellowed Han- 
sen, leantng forward ш the saddle 
"There's no mark where that bank's 
collapsed Ву God, Шын, if you 
drove those cattle mto the пус PIL 
skim you alive" 

“This fella not lie!" snarled the 
“Hansen һе—пу make'm 
nouble longa Шие!» 


ЕКА сы 
Аб. 
N) И 


Ии А ЗЕН OF RELIEF GETS. 


HEARS JUNIOR. SHOUT HE HAS NO 
CLEAN SHIRT AND F NDS НЕ His 
SEN. LAUNDRY OVER POOR, 
окко FOR His OLD ONE 


ибн LAUNDRY BE DAUGHTER STARTS, свине. 
Е WHERE'S “THE LAUNDRY, SHE 
CUFF LINKS IN HIS BUREAU ‘FORGOT ЛО PUT IN SOME 
DRAWER DANES BNG DOWN 10. TA 
BACK ВИЗУ OU OF TAMISCS REACH 


г 


5 A СЕДИ SHIRE FER HIN АКР 
ЖЕ nae Or AGAIN, HUSBAND 
APPEARING. VRESENLY IN КИСНЕН. 
SANG SHE MUST RAVE PUT HIS 
Gir LINKS INTHE LAUNDRY 


REALES PRESENTLY DAGATER 607) 
о? 0 30:001 Vif SAYING Wat 
SHE ADDED, ANP THAT SHE HAS To 
GO ROUGH. LAUNDRY АВА 50 n 
“ӘН If ON ThE LIST 


Cow 


“РЇЇ make trouble for you all right, 
you cow, you're comin back to the 
homestead with me and I'm taking 
you to Sergeant Flinders at Victoris 
River Downs,” 

Ilübut looked sick Не was seared 
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of the “white man pleece He must 
not ler Hansen take him away. 

"Come on, you black --” 
shouted Hansen, and reached out to 
grab the black stockman’s collar. 

Instead of catching the collar, how- 
ever, he caught the coiled lash of Ilh 
Биз stockwhip on the temple. He 
crashed sideways out of the saddle 
as his horse reared up and squealed 
т fright, 

In a flash the black stockman was 
on the ground beside the dazed over- 
seer As Hansen struggled to lus 
feet, Шие smashed him twice across 
the skull with the heavy butt of the 
stockwhip, Hansen sank to the 
ground Шш snatched up a billet 
of wood and smashed it across the 
white mans head. Only that the 
missile was deflected slightly by a 
log, Hansen's brams would have 
stained the grass. His face was 
streaked with blood which ran from 


the ugly gashes. Hansen’s horse. 
rems were rangled in a bush and it 
pranced around fiercely as it tried to 
get free, 

Tihbut glanced around guiltly— 
nervously—and then gtinned. The 
“white man pleece” would chase him 
now, but his tribe would protect him, 
for he would be а great man when 
he returned with all the white man’s 
possessions and plenty of “Бассу” for 
the tube Now he had to get tid of 
Hansen, His “blood-brothers’ would 
do that for him. 

Ilhbut stooped to lift Hansen, His 
mind was crammed with dreams of 
the impression he would make on his 
tube when he returned, 

With a mighty jerk Hansen’s 
mount repped its reins free from the 
bushes and foundered back, right on- 
to Ilhbut, who did not see it. 

The black stockman screamed as 
the force of the bump sent him flying 
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into the Fitzmaurice. His legs stuck 
in the mud and, though he struggled 
fiercely, he could not move them. 
In unconcealed tertor the trapped 
bo watched the advancing snout of 
one of his "brothers? With scarcely 
ripple, the saucian drew steadily 
oser, 
“Go away!” yelled the abo, “Go 
ау, brother! I am your brother— 
ou no harm me! 5:0 ? 
The black stockman’s 


the reptile attacked hun. Savage 
Jews closed on Illibut’s shoulder and 
he screamed as the fangs sank m. 
Relentlessly the reptile retreated to 
deeper water, and the struggling, 
gaspmg native was desperately trying 
to gouge the monster's eyes. With a 
gurgle the waters closed over his 
black head. The “ctocodile man" 
had joined fus “brothers.” 


Once agun, Cummins 


heard 


Macks droning voice. The glowing 
fice resumed its natural appearance. 

“Tiger and the other boys found 
Hansen later m the day and brought 
him up to me at the homestead,” 
Mick said. “He was riding again in 
six months” 

"Hansen owes his Ше to уви, 
then.” 

“No,” sud Mick, spreading his 
blankets, “he owes it to the Flying 
Doctor Service. If I hadnt had a 
pedal wireless to contact the Flying 
Doctor, he would’ve died of cerebral 
hemorrhage Well, Ted, I think РИ 
turn in now, good-nighti^ 

"Good-night, Mick.” 

The fire flickered feebly, and ав 
weak light slowly gave place to the 
paler beams of the гыш moon, 

Over the camp settled the peace of 
the bush night, the сегіс long shadows, 
and memories, 
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With a Dash 


Glad you arrived early old 
һар, you can give a 
hand at mixing the do- 
ings, nathing like having 
everything ready far the 
guests when they arrive 


Ф 


Hmmmmm, not bad 
not bad ot oll, maybe а 
little on the dry side 
though, maybe a 


dash af the ald 
Cherry Brandy will help 
give it that ‘certain 
something’ thot makes с 
good cocktail 
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ond dry Vermouth won't 
до any horm in fact 


Smooth, pretty 
smooth at that Could be 
a bt sweeter, or maybe 
even a little dryer, any 
way а thirsty man’ would 
be alad to taste it, still 1 
guess а 


dash or twa af sweet 


It's jus’ about perfec’ 
tha’s what it's jus’ about 
an’ to make it more per- 
fecter shtill а splash an^ 
а dash o rum'n bran'y 
will fix it ап” 
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eie 


if our gucs's don't [ike it they can all go an’ drink somewhercs 
else! Ап’ 1 stil think а li| bit more о? somethin’ will jus’ moke it 


more perfecter than 222222 
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MEDICINE 


pr 
== АР 


ЖО ПД 


IHALATION of the dtug, amy! 
nitrite, will stop hiccups Dr. В. С. 
Кант, а leutenant surgeon in the 
itish Navy, demonstrated the 
ugs effectiveness when standard 
thods failed to relieve hiccups im 
stoker) In a desperate search for 
me remedy, Dr Маша examined 
s stock of medicines for ав anti- 
pasmodic that bad not been tried. 
е found amyl пигие and gave it to 
ss patient. Tt worked. 
* 


e 


Tf you can't be taught to make 
Jour mouth water at sight of a juicy 
beef.steak, there may be something 
rong with your bram This в the 
basis of a speedy exammation that 


mouth waters at the taste of a лису 
ecísteak. That в known as an m- 
sorn reflex. Bur even young babies 

learn to have the same mouth 
atering or start sucking movements 
t the sight of food. This acquired 
flex is known as а conditioned re- 
lex The ability to form new condi- 
tioned reflexes depends on the action 
f the higher pervous centres and 
pecially m mammals upon the eor- 
. The higher m the animal scale, - 
e more does this ability to form 
ditioned reflexes depend upon the 
cortex. Inability to form new 


А 


ОМ ТНЕ МАВСН 


с ии 
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reflexes points to serious damage to 
the Баш cortex, perhaps а bram 
tumor which в mterfermg with the 
functions of the nerve centres Те 
doctors believe that by testing for 
reflexes they may be directed towards 
the anguey 
+ * * 


Lethal doses of potassium cyanide, 
one of the deadlidst poisons known, 
have been made harmless to the nerv- 
ous system of anumals—and by infer- 
ence, man—by Soviet scientists. They 
neutralised the poison by admınıster- 
mg simple anaesthesia to the animal 
subjects. The anaesthesia nullified the 
effects of powerful hormones, like ше 
өшіп and throxin, and allowed the 
body to rid itself of the poison while 
the subjects were 18 a coma 

E * * 


А pinch of bicarbonate of soda may 
some day be used to improve the per- 
formance of athletes and others сп- 
gaged m tasks requitmg physical 
exercise Те has been found that 
bicarbonate of soda can metease the 
rate of chmmation of carbon dioxide. 
from the body Experimental work 
is still m the prelunmaty stage, and 
considerable research must be done 
before the correct amounts of bicat- 
Бопатс of soda cam be determined 
Тоо much сап make a person ill. 
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When the doctor came to certify death 
he berated the hangman for a fool 


JN Naples, the year 1825, there was 
а man named Gmo Gaspari who 
was hungry. 

In tme of hunger people are not 
apt to be much уой by ethics 
‘This was the way with Gino Gas- 
pati He stole food, He might have 
gone on stealing food for quite some 
time, (f ıt had not been for that devil 
of a shopkeeper. 

Snow lay deep on the streets of 
Naples. Gmo was cold, hungry, des 
peret. In his hand was a shovel, 
his tool of trade Not that he was 
employed by the city to clear the 
streets. The shovel made it look as 
though he had business to be on the 
street outside the shops. 

‘The shops in those days were open- 
front stalls This one was а bakery. 
The smell of good bread was chilled 
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and preserved on the cold winter «ir. 
Gino stopped and took in the aroma. 


He adopted the attitude of a man 
about to shovel snow. His experi 
enced eyes cased the shop, weighing 
the chances of nipping im and snatch- 
mg а loaf of bread and then gettmg 
safely away with it 

At that moment the baker came 
ош from back of the shop with a 
tray of freshly baked loaves. 

“Much snow,” the shopkeeper said 

“Too much,” за4 Gino 

"Bed for business” 

An idea came to Gino. "INot that 
Pm hungry night now,” he sad. 
“But that bread smells as if 1с might 
be good to eat What's it worth for 
me to clear the snow from in front 
of your shop first?” 

“Nothing,” the shopkeeper said. 


Gino shrugged. “I was gomg to 
start here, anyway, because 1 like the 
smell. Just thought I might wangle 
a loaf from you, on the side.” 

He gave the shopkeeper а roguish 
smile The man was not amused, 
grunted and went back to the bak- 
ery. As soon as the door had closed, 
Gmo tan mto the shop and snatched 
two of the fresh loaves of bread. He 
sprang back to the sidewalk. The 
shopkeeper flung the door open and 
came after Gino. 

"Steal from me,” he shouted. “РП 
show you what I do with thieves.” 

The man was big and Ошо was 
ее The shoyel that was his aid 
in theft now became his undoing. He 
swung it in his defence, and the 
blade crashed against the big man’s 
temple. He fell groaning to the 
snow. And Gino turned and ran into 
the arms of two policemen. 

Тһе shopkeeper was dead. 

Justice was swift and summary 
The magistrate heard the evidence, 
and sentenced Сто Gaspar to be 
hung by the neck until he was good 
and dead They gave Gmo twelve 
hours to repent of his sins. 

Gmo disliked the hangman on 
sight. He was a vile type. While 
good men were forced to steal their 
food, carrion like this thrived, The 
hangman did not care for Gino, 
either. 

It was one of the privileges of the 
hangman’s job that he could have 
the clothes from the bodies of his 
victims, Naturally enough, be dream- 
ed of hanging wealthy men. Instead, 
he got stuff like this, 

шо” clothes were enough to make 
any decent scarecrow shudder They 
“angered the hangman, which made 
him fidgety, which made him want to 


get the thing over and done with 
quickly, which may have bad some 
bearing on what followed, 

"Stand here,” he told Gino. 

He placed the noose around Gino's 
neck, took the right amount of sleck 
and knotted it around the gallows. 
He let the rope go. Gino came down 
like a bird until the slack had been 
taken up. Then the fall ended and, 
im theory, his neck was broken. 

So Gino Gaspar was dead. The 
hangman unknotted the rope and let 
the body down. He took away the 
noose and folded the rope against the 
next time he would need it. He be- 
gan to remove the rags from the 
body. 

“Thin pickmgs,” one of the prison 
attendants said. 

The hangman grunted “Thieves, 
bandits, all the poor people in the 
city come to me Why ts it I never 
get any of the rich ones? РЇЇ tell you 
why. Because the judges are crook- 
ed They won't send their friends to 
me, not they.” The matter was phun- 
ly weighing on the hangman’s nund. 

“Не looked a lot better ш his 
rags,” the attendant said. The two 
men lifted the body and carried st 
inside, where they lud it on a table. 
They began to arrange the gtave- 
sheet around it, hiding the gaunt and 
almost fleshless bones. 

The body was left on the table, In 
due course the prion doctor came 
around to pronounce it dead. 

He pocked bis thumb against the 
eyelid the attendant had closed aud 
weighted, 

The eye looked at him. Те swam 
around in its socket, The doctor 
swiftly took his hand away and called 
for the attendants Fascinated, he 
watched the head roll on the table, 
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the eyes open, the throat swell with 
the effort at speech 

The resurrected Gino Gaspar tried 
to sit up. The attendants came run- 
ring into the room. The doctor said, 
"Free this thing Let it get up and 
speak. Then bring me that bloody 
fool of a hengman " 

‘The doctor was not without human 
feelings. “Poor wretch,” he sud 
"You will have to be hanged all over 
agam They ought to hang Ше hang- 
man with you.” 

The attendants came back with the 
hangman By dus ume Gino was 
sitting up on the table, with а glass 
of wine supphed by the doctor be- 
side him, dressed foosely in his grave 
clothes, 

“Monster Infernal bungler,” the 
doctor said то the hangman. "See 
what you've done to this unfortunate 
man.” 

“Не was dead,” the hangman said 
angrily. 

“Looks like и, doesn’t и?” 

The hangman swore that this time 
there would be no mistake 

They walked Gino our to the yard 
agan The hangman unfolded the 
rope He put the noose atound Gino's 
neck. 

“Wait а nunute,” Gino sad “I’m 
not going to be hung hike ths. Give 
me back my clothes.” 

"Not on your life You won't need 
them any more" 

Ошо appealed to the doctor, to the 
attendants. Ir was his night, he said, 
at least to be hung Jike a man, in a 
man’s garments The ider pleased 
the doctor Те would be з musance 
to the hangman 

"Well go back mside and discuss 
this)? the doctor said. “Out of the 
snow.” 


56 CAVALCADE July, 1948 


Inside or outside, the hangman was 
firm, He had hanged Gino once. 
The clothes, such as they were, now 
belonged to him 

"Give me back my clothes,” Gine 
said. 

“Yes,” said the doctor. “Give him 
back his clothes." 

"Then he puts them on, and I 
hang hum, and I take them of again,” 
the hangman argued reasonably, 
“That would be stupid.” 

“Are you gomg to give me back 
my clothes?” Gimo asked lum, 

"No, Definitely, no.” 

"Very. well,” said Сто. 

The doctor had used a knife to cut 
the grave-clothes away from Gino’s 
body so that he could өш up, The 
knife lay on the table. Gino detested 
the hangman, and he had nothmg to 
lose, 

Gino took up the kmfe m one 
swift motion, and he Jabbed the blade 
into the hangman’s chest Before 
they could stop him, he had with. 
drawn the blade and thrust again. 

The hangman sank to the floor, 

The doctor and the attendants 
sprang at Gino. They wrested the 
knife from him He did not struggle, 
haying no quarrel with them He had 
evened his score with the hangman, 
and that satisfied him 

Gino Gaspari. got lus clothes back. 
When they had found another man 
to replace the dead hangman, Gino 
Gaspari was again led out to the 
gad and there, па lus clothes, he 
was hanged. This time thete was no 
mistake. 

The record does not show whether 
the substitute hangman took advan- 
tage of his right to the dead man’s 
clothes Chances are that he was 
wiling to forego this pleasute. 


"AUT know ss 


your nif. тена did esked us to зай” 
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BILL DELANY 


of JOHN MONTAGUE 


A golier who could beat champions wouldn't tike up zolf—ior good reason. 


SCRATCH your memory for a mo- 

ment remember the name John 
Montague, of the golfing Monta- 
gues? He's the fellow who, about 
ten yeats ago, made world Press 
headlines for a series of feats that 
earned him the reputation of being 
the most sensational golfer of all 
ume 

Montague’s habitat, you may re- 
member, was that great factory of 
taullarkey, Hollywood He was an 
intimate, on and off the golf course, 
of Bing Crosby and half a dozen 
other film city lummares, and be- 
cause of his association with people 
whose success depended to some ex- 
tent on the imagination of their Press 
agents, golfers outside California 
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were inclined to discount stomes of 
Montague’s prowess. 

He had defeated one of the State’s 
best amateurs, using only a rake, a 
shovel, and a baseball bat; he had 
won а £250 bet by driving а ball 
three-quarters of а mile in five 
clouts, he had taken on and defeated 
some of America’s best pros, he had 
played 30 successive rounds of 67 or 
under . . these were some of the 
stories that currently circulated about 
the golfing phenomenon, 

If these stories were fact, asked 
cynics, why did not Montague enter 
mto the rich professional tourna 
ments, instead of making a living by 
taking out freak bets? Why did he 
studiously avoid the publicity which, 


as a sporting freak, was his mevitable 
due? Why did he once grah a cam- 
eta from a photographer, smash it, 
and hand the photographer $25 as 
damages? 

Тін» latter action supplied the tear 
son for Montague’s apparent mod- 
esty, for the photographer, a quick: 
thinking gentleman, quickly pocketed 
the plate and sent thc result to 2 
national magazine, 

Soon after this event, the Governor 
of Californta received extradition 
papeis from the New York police. 

“This man,’ it was charged, “is 
believed to have held up a roadhouse 
near Jay, New York, оп August 4, 
1930, uutally slugging the aged pro 
puetor and taking 800 dollars Three 
of the bandits were caught during 
the chase when their car overturned 
One was killed, and two were given 
gaol sentences 

“The fourth, allegedly Laverne 
Moore, escaped, and is believed to 
he John Montague.” 

The параст оп Montague’s Holly- 
wood frends was terrific. Bing Cros- 
by, for one, found the charge mere- 
dihle, and said publicly that he had 
known Montague for five years, and 
had never known him to behave 
other chan as а gentleman, and that 
Hollywood still accepted Вип as an 
uptight man Crosby was one of a 
number of flm stars wha offered to 
put up hail to any amount, 

But Montague, in spite of all offers 
of ad, went to New York to face 
the charges Evidence against him 
was heavy. in 1927, he had been 
convicted of petty larceny, and m the 
overturned car of the hold-up ima 
dent, had heen found a photograph 
of Laverne Мооге, a set of golf clubs, 
and press cuttings praising his ability 


as а baseballer of some шеги. 

Moote, it appeared, had heen an 
outstanding athlete at school, and the 
authorities had long suspected that if 
he were to be caught, tt would he 
because he had turned to professional 
sport for a living 

Released on £5000 Бай, he was cold 
hy the judge. 

"We have a rather unique situa- 
поп here On one hand, we have a 
picture of vicious crime Then we 
have а pictute of а reformed man 
who lefr town, turned over a new 
leaf, and Вайс himself up morally 
nil he became а respected member of 
society 

"You have heen’ returned, not for 
the purpose of persecution, hut m 
order that you may he prosecuted in 
a decent and humane manner for 
the crume you have been charged 
with ” 

To frends, now, Montague con- 
fided that he had begun his pheno- 
menal golfing creer in Florida, but 
published stories of hus skill had 
forced him to leave there and work 
m the Navada goldfields, where he 
had struck at rich. He turned up m 
Hollywood m 1932 and his golfing 
ability earned him the friendship of 
many notables, 

His appearances, however, had 
been confined to the film city, and 
the outside world, still suspicious of 
the authenticity of his legendary 
feats, heard with some satisfaction 
that he would, while on bul, play а 
friendly golf match with Grantland 
Rice, Clarence Budington Kelland, 
and the famous professional golfer, 
Alex Morrison 

Tt was an occasion for which the 
cymes had been waiting, Now, for 
the first tme, it would be possible 
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to gauge Montague’s skill as a golfer; 
the opportumity, too, ta prove that the 
fabulous tales that had come out of 
Hollywood were as synthetic as the 
manufactured stones about film 
heroes and heromes, 

Those who had defended Mon. 
tague against the charges felt a good 
deal of pessimism After ай, they 
seid, Montague was suffering a great 
imental stress, and under simular си» 
cumstances, it was probable that the 
country’s best-known golfers would 
crack up. 

The match took place at the North 
Hampstead Country Club, New York 
City. To the gallery was attracted 
some of the city’s most famous peo- 
ple—including а few whose duty it 
might later be to escort Montague 
to the penitentiary. 

How would Montague react to all 
this? He mdicated his reaction at 
the first tee, when he sent his ball 
winging straight and true towards the 
pin 300 yards away. Thereafter, he 
was never off the Ime, and finshed 
the round with a truly remarkable 
65, five strokes under pat 

Montague had answered his critics 
and lived up to his reputation as a 
golfing freak Here was а man who 
might easily supplant Bobby Jones 
аз the greatest golfer wha ever swung 
a club, who might even equal Jones’ 
epic “grand slam” of 1930, in which 
the British Amateur, British Open, 
US. Amateur and US Open had 
fallen to the master 

No one questioned his ability to 
perform the feat, but из accomplish. 
ment might be forestalled by two 
eventoalities: first, it was known that 
Montague had made №5 living by 
bettmg on hus aptitude for hittmg а 
golf ball longer and straighter than 
other men, and he could conceivably 
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be rated a professional; and, secondly, 
when these events were being fought 
out, he might be їп дао]. 

Montague's trial was eagerly await- 
са by sensation-loving Americans, and 
when the date came, the gallery was 
as jam-packed as it had been, a few 
weeks before, m a vastly different 
place. 

Five hours after the jury retired, st 
returned with the verdict: 

“Not guilty " 

Public sentiment was behind the 
verdict, and Montague returned to 
Hollywood as an idol whose feet had 
been wiped free of clay. 

Now, he could enter in all the m 
portant tournaments ta clmch his 
Place ss the greatest golfer in .his- 
tory. He was reputed to have been 
offered an exceptional film contract, 
and to have rejected и. But Mon- 
tague played little golf, and, proving 
the fallibility of public esteem, found 
at last the anonymity he had always 
sought. 

After two years, he came from ob- 
вешиу to enter the National Open 
—and retutned а first round score 
of 80, after which he retired from 
the field. Perhaps he preferred ta re- 
mam in obscurity, and had taken ad: 
vantage of the Open to ensure that 
be would; or maybe, he was suffer- 
img from a psychological disarrange- 
ment that prevented lum from regain- 
ing his spectacular golfing greatness. 

Golf records books do not include 
the name, John Montague But to 
those who saw him at his best, among 
them Bing Crosby, Montague will 
probably be remembered as the man 
whom Fate robbed of sporting immor 
tabty. Tt 1s rarely given to any man 
to be unbelievably good—especially 
at golf! 


“Er—tet me have that back—theres а BS” 
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C MASON KERR 


CHINESE PIRKTES TODAY 


Patient spies tick-tack the news that makes a ship easy prey of yellow Vikings. 


"THERE has been а resurgence of 
piracy on the China Coast. After 
a lull in spectacular sorties the pirates 
once again have attacked a steamer, 
this ише the Dutchm21 Van Heutsz 
As long as the China Coast has 
been known to white men it has had 
ats pirates 
- Durmg the war the pirates moved 
out of their notorious Bus Bay, 50 
mules cast of Hongkong Now they 
have shifted back. While the bay 
and the surtounding territory form 
ther hide-out, thew field of recon- 
naissance 15 Hongkong with из Міс. 
toria City nesthng beneath the sha- 
dows of The Peak, its Victoria Har- 
bour and Kowloon with its bigger 
docks below the blue and often mist 
enshrouded hills (the Nine Dra 
gons) 
Anywhere in these localities you 
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may meet a pitate and never know. 


‘Lhe pirates move everywhere, al- 
ways on the alert for a likely ship 
to plunder. They move into the city 
and send out their scouts. The ship 
ping community cannot detect them 
among the hundreds of thousands in 
the city. They dress, talk and be- 
have the same as their more honest 
and law «Бабақ compateote. АЙ the 
tme they are scheming, plotting, 
watching with Celestial cunning for а 
weakness in the port’s anti-piracy 
measures, 


They are patent They may wait 
a year for a likely ship before they 
strike When they do attack they 
adopt general tactics that rarely vary. 


Usually a band of about 20 board 
the selected vessel as passengers 
When well out at sea they draw re- 


volvers and first hold up the bridge 
and capture the wireless room, to 
gam control of the ship quickly and 
stop radio messages calling for assist- 
ance. Once assuted that no signals 
have gone out, they fan thraugh the 
ship and set to work to plunder cargo 
and passengets 
The attack upon the 4530.ton 
Dutch steamer Van Heutsz last year 
was by far the most daring since the 
end of the war The Van Heutsz had 
been carrying an armed guard of 12 
Dutch soldiers on every voyage up 
the China Coast Та December it 
dispensed with the guards because 
the coast seemed quiet 
The pirate spies picked up the in- 
formation 
On a Sunday afternoon, when the 
vin Hentz was 80 miles east of 
Hongkong, bound for Swatow, the 
pirates позе There were 25 of them 
booked as steerage passengers They 
had revolvers and sub-machme guns 
booked as cargo The passengers 
woke from their mid-afternoon nap to 
discover that the pirates had control 
The officers found themselves look- 
ing down the husiness ends of re- 
volvers. They were herded into two 
cabins, closely guarded. The crew of 
100 were forced into their quarters. 
The pirate chief and his leading 
henchmen went to the captain’s 
rabin, drank lus liquor and smoked 
their own opium While this party 
was in progress the pirates robbed 
passengers of valuables and ransacked 
baggage The 1600 Chinese passen- 
gets were plundered methodically, 
At dawn the pirates sighted a pass- 
ing junk and stopped it by firing а 
shot across its bow. Те was ordered 
dongside the gangway With re- 
Ivers dug into their ribs six Chin- 


у } 


som were taken aboard the junk. 
Pirates followed with valuables, m- 
cluding money and jewellery, ctam- 
med mto buckets and basins. The 
booty was estimated to be worth 
$180,000 in Australian currency 

Some pirates remamed on the Van 
Heutsz after the junk departed. Cap- 
tain Vliek and Mr. Altona with six 
of their seamen were told to get into 8 
one of the lifeboats and row them- 
selves ashore. "The pirates lowered 
the ship’s motor boat, overtook the 
Iifcboat, and having changed their 
minds about holding the ship's people 
to ransom, instructed them to row 
back to ther ship Then they left 

The Van Нешев went on her way, 
the radio screaming the news to 
Hongkong When she arrived in 
the port the Hongkong police were 
vaiting for her, and they began a 
most difficult investigation 

No information came through to 
Hongkong as to the identity of the 
pirates ‘There was, however, one 
clue Тһе only European passenger, 
Mr G Collings, who had spent some 
time m Smgapore, recognised one of 
the Chinese attackers as a man he 
had seen there 

Tt ss generally agreed that the gang 
comprised Bias Bay men 

In а few mstances pirates have 
heen foiled. One of the most not 
able victories was that of the Brinsh 
steamer Suntung, 2355 tons gross, a 
high mark of piratical ambition. То 
1923, on ber way from Hongkong to 
Kongmoon, she was attacked Бу pir- 
ates disguised as passengers. 

Without warning they fired оп and 
seriously wounded Captain McKech- 
ше and his chief officer. One Sikh 


guard was wounded and the other 


ese who were wealthy enough to tan- | 
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two overpowered. Then the pirates 
looted the ship and escaped. 

А second attack was made on the 
Sunning m November, 1926, while 
she was bound from Amoy to Hong- 
kong. The pirates shipped а particu- 
larly strong band and their plans 
reached а high pitch of efficiency 
They dropped into their key positions 
like well-drilled soldiers, They work- 
ed so well that they had a bloodless 
capture, 

Success made them careless 

Six Europeans, most of them ship’s 
officers, and а Russian woman, were 
locked m the chief officer’s cabin for 
the mght, The men found two re- 
volvers and some ammunition m a 
drawer, 

While they were planning to chal- 
lenge the pirates Captam Pringle 
and Chief Officer ‘Thomas Beatty 
were navigating the ship towards Bias 
Bay under threat of death One of 


“the leading marks on the course m 


Chiang Роше, Beatty suddenly 
pointed into the darkness, 

“There’s Chilang Point!” he ex- 
claimed 

“Here, have а look for yourself!” 
he said. 

The pirate took the bmoculars, 
lifted them to his eyes and his com- 
pamon stood by him. While the 
were standing there Beatty felt 
around until his hand touched the 
deep-sea lead. With a hefty blow he 
killed one of them and the two over- 
powered the second 

They had two tevolvers and 150 
rounds of ammunition А third Chin- 
ese climbed up the bridge ladder. Не 
was shot at pomt blank range and 
killed. The sound of the shot raised 
the alarm, Time after time the Chin- 
ese rushed the bridge. Fire from the 


64 CAVALCADE, July, 1948 


officers drove them back quickly. 

The pirates set fire to the super- 
structure in the hope of smoking out 
the defenders As soon as the pirates 
moved astern the men on the bridge 
were jomed by the party from the 
cabin with their two weapons and 
ammunition, A handful of white 
men, lightly armed in choking smoke, 
were confronting 40 well armed and 
desperate Chinese, 

Captain Pringle made his way for- 
tard and dropped one anchor This 
brought the Sunning’s bow around го 
the wind and drove the flames down 
upon the pirates crammed aft, 

Defeated, the pirates lowered two 
of the lifeboats aft and as many as 
could scrambled into them and 
escaped. ‘The burning superstructure 
attracted the attention of passing 
ships The Sunning’s radio brought 
the Brash sloop Bluebell at full 
speed, The fire was controlled. Nine 
of the pirates were captured and 
hanged in Hongkong, 

Even as the war was ending, the 
Pirates were active. Опе Chinese 
merchant proudly told officers of the 
British Pacific Fleet that steamed in 
and liberated Hongkong at the end 
of August, 1945, that he could supply 
the warships with some fresb vege- 
tables Using а motor boat, he 
guaranteed successfully to run the 
gauntlet of the pirates from Macao, 
along Ше coast, a couple of tunes а 
week, 

Beyond doubt, while the hunt goes 
on for the Van Heutsz pirates, they 
are still robbing junks—and back їп 
Hongkong they haye them sconty 
watching, scheming, waitmg for a 
chance to repeat their assault They 
will be patiente they find :t profite 
able 


was without « penny when 1 storied Now look, 1 have an o 


H 


owe taxation twenty thousand and my manufacturers twelve thousend 
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Of the many plons that hove been used for building small homes, 
very few have been able to combine new features with practicability 
1t moy be true that there is nothing new under the sun, but it still 
seems possible on accosion to combine old features and old forms 
inta something that is refresh ngly different 

Cavalcade s hame designer has developed а new type af plan 
under the title of ‘the Radius Sunshine Hause" Twa plans for this 
type of hause constitute Covalcade's Home af Ta-doy Ма 42 

The hause faces into the sun, and is designed on o curve, which 
ensures thot the maximum amount of sunshine 15 trapped 05 the sun 
follows its natural course 

The layout noturolly calls for а modern type of trectment and 
the house looks best with a flat ar law pitched raof ond wide eaves 
On the perspective sketch the caves ore discontinued oround the living 
raam, and o dramatic oppearance is thus achlevad 

Designed far a twa-bedroom home, the Radius Sunshine plan 
con be extended to almast unlimited extent 18 сол be placed on 
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THE HOME OF TO-DAY (Мо 42) 
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KITCHENT ] 5 
А. 


almost any pasition оп the block of land, the compass points being the 
main factor in determining the siting The first pian shaws the 
entrance door opening from а small cavered porch into о hall which 
leads to the bedroams and the bathroam Па the secand plan the en- 
trance door leads directly into the living room, with а screen, com- 
posed of a low cabinet on which flowers could be placed, providing 
desired privacy 


Each bedraam is fitted up with а built-in wardrabe and dressing 
fable, and there 15 also ample linen starage The bathroom is can- 
veniently placed in relatian to the bedrooms, is modern in its fittings, 
and has а separate shower recess The kitchen is campletely fitted 
up, the equipment including a modern washing machine Service from 
the kitchen 15 direct to the dining portion of the living ream 


The minimum frontage required ta accommadate this hause ta 
best advantage к 66-№ Тһе building cast at the rate af £200 per 
square would be £2800 
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^ 
ч j , Convert your verandah 
into an extra room! 


SNUG, COSY AND WATERPROOF WITH | 
"ABERDEEN" *CLIMATE CONTROL" BLINDS 


А SPARE ROOM га ше the whole yerr гопай--к. sleep out that’s snug, warm 

and ruproof “Aberdeen” "Clunare Control” Blinds, can change your neg 
lected verandth into a useful, comfortable and attractive coom 

The colour magic of "Aberdeen" gives a warm glow that brightens up those 
dark corners “Aberdeen” “Climate Control” Blinds are made from guaranteed 
fadeless, waterproof ducks, m a wide variety of colomed зицрез to harmonise with 
yout favourste decorative scheme. 

Your nearest “Aberdeen? dealer will glady assist you with your planning — 
will give you estumares and free advice on suitable deans and colour schemes 

You will be eager to put your deas to work, transformity, your verandah ato 
а likesble, hable room Samples of “Aberdeen” excluse destins gladly posted 


А back drop of 
charm — Nottingham 
Net Carinining wr 
vadous designs ind 
BLI NDS внеса їп Ше popu- 
lar eoru shnde—3bin 


at 5/8 per yard 
OBTAINABLE FROM ALL LEADING STORES 
IF UNABLE TO PROCURE LOCALLY, WRITE TO 


SMITH COPELAND & CO. its. 33 Regent Street, Sydney 


Phone M4181-2-3 


MAKERS OF FINER BLINDS & CANVAS GOODS FOR 
OVER 53 YEARS 
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ЕТЕ” р G AM 5 


/t Just something to walk an That part of а girl between the feet 
Cae T ac become 2 major item ef ewvillsction; the busmess af ток с 
legs beoutiful ond keeping them covered 15 а Бо-талеу industry, demand 
advertising Advertising in turn demands beautiful legs, and men ta phatagrop| 
them Ths madel wishes the stackings she's gaing ta pose in were hers іс 
keeps 


ШНОТОВКАРНЕВ FARKAS is anly interested in photographs of the lady's legs, 
res down this time Не doesn't care how bored she looks  Farkos rarely 
blogrophs а figure, even more rarely photographs a face Не has a reputation 


5 mare and better leg pictures than any ather photagrapher дата He 
ШЕ glamor mto gams 
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THIS POSE would be clmost impossible without, the supporting sfing lf you 
doubt tt, get your legs up there and try to "hold it" Forkos uses eve 
possible device to get the carrect shope of beoutiful legs, soys women who cross 
their knees distort a nicely-shoped lag 
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AGAIN, ortificiol oids just outside the picture Discomfort to the model 
would hinder the work—Farkos wants the weight off her legs so thot he can 
get exactly the right line mto this pose АП he actually wants to photogroph 
is stocking-tops down, which seams o pity! 
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NOTHING BUT BLOOD rushes to the head of а glomaur model The lovely legs 3 g к; 
thot will finally appeor in the advertisement will be anonymous badyless, ced : Pond 
faccless Nobody's ever going io know that the model stood on her head to сана S ва ша phatearachen daemnitirake econ e 


get the picture right — Acrobots with infinite patience make the best madels for Imodel, even if she’s an acrabat Most of us might be content with any of the 
this sort af thing legs in this picture But Forkas is fussy and right now is deciding which of ihe 
three рог will give him the best picture and same svelte stocking the best 


advertisement 
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СИТ OF LIFE № 8 


Repeat ева 
А tune 


That wings on echo ta the soul, 

And June 

With storry nights ond crisp cold days, 
тап ond girl with but о smgla gool, 

А cosy den, ond then, 

The old, old ways 

man ond moid 

(However staid they bel 

Repeat the ancient story af the world 

“It’s пісе of you to visit me,” 

Says she 

Catlike, inviting on o sofa curled 

Не moves to take her in his orms 

She slips 

Aside, and mokes o httle modest ploy 

And smiles at his provoked alorms 

With lips 

That slyly urge him on to loving aoy, 

And then allows a fleeting kiss 

“Pleose stay 

To tea—mather will be home soon," he hears her say 

He stayed to tco 

And did the things he should— 

The things she meont him to She mode him say 

“1 will" in the right places She wos goad 

Too good for him 

He met her every whim, 

So sha had ай she asked, and sometimes more 

Nothing to long (ог fight) for, but a grim 

Desire for Ше not to bs quite a bore 

Then in her cosy den 

Agoin In June, » 

А tune 

That wrings an echo fram the soul 

Swom from the rodlo (there wos а maon 

And night had made her eager far her gool) 

And she 

Hod hoppily prepared for him his teo, 

And made him comfortoble- bold to soy, 

“Ба stay, 

“| so enjoy the minutes with you” Не - 

Reloxed himself The old, old man-mord woy 2 

Was theirs to tread insteod, Ap 

Upon the chair, 

She primly sat, ond with his hair made ploy, 

And crooned her happiness thot he was there 

ТА pity, toa,” she said, “that we con't stoy 

Alone— 


Іп holf оп hour my husband's coming home’ 


|, T" MORRIS McLEOD 
m 


Sindy by Roye 
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Еметтевво DAN TELLS HER) 
TI'M AN EXHIBIT WM THE 
BUND PIANIST AROUND 
HERE ITS A BRAILLE PIANO! 
DEEPLY TOUCHED, CATHY 


CHICK FRIEND OF THE BLIND 
PIANIST, DAN, TELLS CATHY 
TO LEAVE THE MAN Жасы 
REALISING SHE IS LOSING 
OUT, CATHY LEAVES 


Тенев то ве FRIENDLY 


LIGHT ME A TORCH, CHUM-- 
СЕДНЕ [р 


CATHY'S GUARDIQN-AUNT 
WILLEY REALISES CATHY 
HAS SOMETHING ON HER 
MING, AND, ALTHOUGH 
CATHY REFUSES то TALK, 
AUNT WILLEY REALISES 
THE TRUTH, THAT THE 
SIRI 15 IN Love x 
SOMETHING'S 

то YOU -- ул 


CHICK TRIES TO BREAK 
DOWN DANS BITTERNESS 
ABOUT MIS BUNDNESS, 
CESCRIBES CATHIE "BLUE 
EVES AND RED NAILS ~~ 
CHARACTER TOO” НЕ SAYS 


You'Re BLIND ват 
SCHUBERT 5 DEAD / 


са 


аглу сарди? ААРРНИЗАЗУЗЮ 
BY uisi. ©. PISTES, 
О ЕВЕ ЕЕ 


CATHIE, ACCOMPANIED BY 
THREE FRIENDS VISITS THE 
CHEZ MAMIE NIGHTCLUB 
ммт (T CUTE ?^ASKS CONNIE, 
BUT BRUNETTE CATHY ISN'T 
IMPRESSED ---------—- 


HERE I GEGIN TO UVE 


Эке CRIPTION OF THE GeL 
UPSETS DAM MORETHAN 
EVER HE COMPLAINS THAT 
BUNDNESS 15 STOPPING 
MIS COMPOSING, SUT CHICK 
KNOWS THAT DAN TUST 
LACKS INCENTIVE 


CATHIE FEELS SHE WANTS 
TO HELP THE BUND 
PIANIST Mx 


FATHER WANTED TO WRITE, 


MUSIC, BUT ALL HE OID 
WAS MAKE A‘MILLION, 
DOLLARS / 


7- UNTIL SHE HEARS THE 
PIANIST AND DECIDES TO 
GO AND SPEAK TO Him | 


ТШ 


N 
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AND CHICK HAVE GONE 


GIVES HER NAME AS 
MARY WILLEY 


т 
CATHY, LEARNING THAT DAN 


ТО тын BEACH GOES TOO, 
MEETS THEM THERE AND 


[mary PRETENDS то ве. 
BUND IN ORDER то WIN 
DAN'S CONFIDENCE- ~~ 


о | 
YOU MAY BE HOLDING OUT 


YOUR HAND BUT ж CAN'T 


PRETENDING SHE, TOO, IS 
BLIND AND MUSICAL, THE 


GIRL TRIES TO TALK ABOUT 
DAN'S MUSIC ------ 


AS CHICK COMES BACK 
MARY MAKES A GID 
TO BREAK DAN 5 
Cynicism ------ 


теке то HEAR You 
ERAN SOMETHING 73 


Т WISH YOU'D TEACH 
ME то PLAY ---- 


X DON'T PLAY, 
| АМУ More / 


You MUST Like BEING 
AROUND BUND 

PEOPLE 
i oom'T ^ 


MARY TELLS CHICK THAT 
SHE IS PRETENDING TO BE 
POOR AND BLIND AMO 
MUSICAL, HOPING TO INSPIRE 
DAN TO CONTINUE 
With MIS MUSIC -~ 


THE FIRST ROUND IN THE 
BATTLE FOR DAN = 
RENMABILITATION IS WON 
WHEN мы ACCEPTS AM 
INVITATION TO MARY'S 
POOR LODGING 


DO YOU THINK You CAN] 
GST AWAY WITH iT 2 


30 
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AS THEY TALK OF WHAT 
THEY REMEMBER SEEING 
BEFORE THEY WENT SUND 
DAN EXPLAINS THAT HE 
CANNOT WRITE MUSIC 
BECAUSE HE CANNOT 
SEE ANYTHING, CANNOT 
GET IDEAS ~~~ AA 


MARY PLAYS PIANO WHILE. 
VISITING DAN'S FLAT 

| cM HER Аузу сту 

INTERESTS гим-- 


HOW LONG HAVE You 
BEEN BUND T? 


GETTING A NEW IDEA FROM 
SOMETHING MARY HAS 
SAID TO HIM, DAN WRITES 
А PIECE OF MUSIC CHICK 
IS DELIGHTED THAT HIS 
ВАНО FRIEND |S темам 
TO COMPOSE AGAIN ---- 


HEARING THAT DAN HAS 
TRIED TO WRITE MUSIC, 
MARY WANTS TO HELP 
FURTHER --- ------<- 


COULDN T HS SIGHT 
FOSSIGLY BE RESTORED ? 


C LUSTEN то) 
ща: 


CHICK EXPLAINS THAT AN 
EXPENSIVE OPERATION 
MIGHT GIVE DAN BACK 
HIS SIGHT THEY TRY TO 
DEVISE A MEANS OF PAYING 
FOR DAN WHO WOULDN'T 
PY CHARITY 


2 
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MARY DECIDES, UNDER | 
HER OWN NAME OF 

SATHERINE MALLORY, то 
USE SOME OF HER WEALTH 
ТО OFFER A MUSICAL PRIZE 


THE зады 
6. 


SELF-SUPPORTING 
SPORTS TROUSERS 


No Elastic to pucker or perish 


THE HDEAL TROUSER FOR ALL SPORTS 
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эз. 


f For long drinks 
Gilbey s Gin and Dry Ginger Ale Lemonade 
or any Mineral Water ice and slice af Lemon. 


White Curacao. Quar- 
ter Leman Janice 
Shake welt 


84 — CAVALCADE, July, 1943 


{TELLING DAN ABOUT THE THAT NIGHT DAN DOESN'T со 
| COMPETITION, THEY Try TO} |то BEO HE SS aT HIS РАНО 
т 


RVING TO WRITE MORE MUSIC 


DAN HITS THE IDEA TO GO THROUGH THE NIGHT THEY 
AHEAD WITH HIS MUSIC PLAYS! | WORK, DAN COMPOSING 
үт OVER TO CHICK, WHO IS THE MUSIC ON THE MANO | 
ENTHUSIASTIC S cx | {CHICK WRITING IT DOWN FOR HIM. 


DAN WITH CHICK'S HELP WITH THE MANUSCRIPT COM- 
PLETED, CHICK IG WORRIED 


COMPLETES HIS ENTRY FORTHE, 
іы CASE IT DOESN'T WIN ~- 


COMPETITION MARY EXCITEDLY 
“зе wick эле ТТ] 
жүгү ШЕЛІ (4 
[^ 
музи 
il 


LOOKS Ат THE MANLISCRIPT 
эю] 
| 
ІЙ | j 


| 


| 
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HAVING WRITTEN MUSIC 
AGAIN, DAN IS HAPPY, coss 
FISHING WITH HIS FRIENDS: 


IMPULSIVELY, MARY TAKES 
ADVANTAGE OF DAN'S BUND ~ 
NESS, HANDS HIM THE LARGE 
FISH SHE HAS CAUGHT, TELLS 
HIM IT 15 HIS, TO CHEER, 
HIM FURTHER ---- 


Ei DORAD 


IS NO FAKE 


You may thmk Fl Dorado is a 
myth, but this will prove you wrong! 


DAN LOSING HIS CYNICISM | 
AND HAPPY IN HIS MIND, 
ACKNOWLEDGES His DEBT 
TO MARY, AND THANKS HERI 
FOR HELPING HIM BACKTO 
HAPPINESS ~~ NSN 


MARY WA TS UNTIL AFTER A 
CHRISTMAS CHURCH SERVICE. 
то TELL DAN THAT HE HAS 
WON CATHERINE MALLORY В 
CONTEST HE NOW HAS THE 
MONEY POR ON OPERATION 


Та the эше century, when adven 
turers from Western Europe were carve 
mg chunks for ther rules out of the 
New World, much of their шселіме was 
supped by tales of El Dorado, a place 
of fabulous wealth 

To-day, in the index of any good atlas, 
you can’ find several El Dorados m 
America, There's one m Саһбоган (and 
174 mot Hollywood), Arkansas, Шан, 

Kansas However, all chese places are 
fr removed, in space and character, 


THE OPERATION OVER, 
CHICK PHONES FROM NEW 


YORK TO TELL CATHY THAT 
ITiS SUCCESSFUL / DAN 
WILL SEE AGAIN / 
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from the El Dorado sought by so many 
DAYS AND WEEKS PASS 
TELEPHONE MESSAGES FOM 
CHICK AG REASSURING, 
вот DAN DOESN'T SPEAK 
MARY FEARS THE OPERATION 
HAS FAILED, DECIDES TO 
FLY TO NEW YORK = ~x ~ 


Аз a matter of fact, El Dorado was 
fist thought to be the kmz or priest of 
3 South American tribe He was beliaved 
to cover lomedf with gold dus «t a 
tehemus festival, hence the name whch 
в Spanish for "the silded onc" Later 
3t wes applied te a сну called Manoa or 


moa Мо proof кетігі that this city 
er existed if wa ignore the verbal 


Contemporary historians do mor record 
ther Martinez’s sense of direction was 


poor, or whether he was roo mean to 
share his discovery with others, but he 
never spam set foot m the fabulous city 

Despre Marcinez’s “discovery,” the 
search went on and в аш eon 
tinued by some people БІ Dorado has 
lost из original memng, сома, and 
7 now used generally to signify money 
For money means secueity, that happy 
state of mind we all deme . 

Far more people, however, know that 
the БІ Dorado of security із no will-o-the- 
wisp version of Lady Luck, it ю teady 
at band for every Australien whé takes 
out а Life Assurance poli 

Life Assurance в а "doublebarrelled'" 
БІ Dorado, too, Te ensures future secu- 
rity fot evety policy holder because Бы 
savings are invested m worthwhile secu 
tities such as public utilities and Соу. 
ernment Loans, in municipal development, 
primary production and secondary indus. 
try АШ these owe cher success, to soma 
extent, во Austrahz's cheen million policy 
holders And in addition by placmg 
thew money nt the disposal of these me 
portant investments, Life Assurance helps 
to make the world a more pleasant place 
for everyone to live in to-day 


(Advt) 
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E «к. «с «к «ы. «с «к di «к. «с KEE «с «к. ZH 


and Central Australian TOUR 


i ime to plon your winter holiday with Pioncer 
үе н the Ri N y gh the vividly сою 
heort of Centrol Aust В deport regulerly follow- 
ing the histaric Overlond Telagroph trotl—heading north 
from the chill southern winter to the romonce, warmth 
end mystery of the tropics, These tours ore overlond 
trovel in its most luxurious form—and есу booking is 
essentiol 


Есбпеег tours 


BOOKING & INFORMATION 
Melbourne MU 6921, Sydney ВО 532 


Adeloide С 2514, Brisboue В 5510, Hobort 7470, 
Leunceston 1760 end ell recognised Travel Agencies. 


b I по пъ пъ пр > 
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CHICK TELLS CATHY, WHO 
HAS ARRIVED UNANNOUNCED] 
THAT DAN DOESN'T WANT TO. 
SO BACK TO MARY, WHOM НЕ, 
ВЕЦЕМЕЗ BLIND HE WANTS 
MO MORE OF BLINDNESS 


CHICK INTRODUCES CATHY 
AS CATHERINE, MALLORY, 
DAN IS BENEFACTOR, AND 
НЕ FAILS TO RECOGNIZE 
HER AS MARY WILLEY 
FROM HIS PAST -~~~ 


UU 


WNN 
ММ) 


CHICK WANTS TO GO BACK 

TO CALIFORNIA TAKING 

DAN HOME, TO MARY ВОТ 
DAN REFUSES To ВЕ. 
INTERESTED IN MARY.- 


НЕ HAS FALLEN IN LOVE 
WITH CATHERINE MALLORY 
WANTS TO FORGET THE 
BLIND ^ GIRL IN HIS PAST 


CATHY 15 DEEPLY DISAPPOINTED 
THAT DAN SHOULD HAVE LOSTI 
INTEREST IN THE BLING 
GIRL, BUT STILL GLAD THAT 
NOW HE CAN SER HER, 
HE LOVES HER ~a n nan 


DAN S PRIZE-WINNING 
CONCERTO HAS BEEN 4 
ве HIT IT 15 BILLED 
FOR CARNEGIE HALL, 
RUBINSTEIN HAS 
PROMISED то PLAY IT / 


r т 1 
ISN'T THERE A WOMAN 


IN YOUR PAST > 
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TAKING A FERRY- RIDE BY 
NIGHT, DAN ADMITS HIS 
LOVE FOR CATHY -- 


STANDING BACK STAGE 

DAN HEARS HIS PRIZE- 
WINNIE MUSIC PLAYED 
HE кє NIE MBERS THE PART 
“BUND” MARY PLAYER 
WHILE HE WAS WRITING IT- 


REALISATION OF THE PART] 
MARY H&S PLAYED is 
BROKEN BY LOUD APPLAUSE) 

AS THE CONCERTO 
FINISHES, BUT HE HAS. 
RESOLVED TO GO BACK 
TO THE BUND” GIRL -- 
YOU MAY ВЕ FOLDING 
SUT YOUR HAND BLT 


I CAN'T зав d 


TAKE A MESSAGE TO CATHY] 
--тва HER T VE GONE fi 
BACK TO THE вино GIRL 


t a 


7 


CHICK TELLS CATHY THAT 
НЕ AND DAN ARE GOING 
BACK TO SAN FRANCISCO 
TO FIND THE BLINO GIRL 
SHE в OVERIOVED THAT 
DAN REALISES HIS 


OBLIGATION TO HER 


CATHY FLIES BACK TO 
THE FLOT WHERE SHE 
LIVED AS “BLING” MARY 
VS WAITING FOR DAN 
WHEN HE COMES 
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Motor апа. 4 
Tractor. Oils 


В 
LA 


à and’ Specialty 


Lubricants 


Е 
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Here's a natural 


Your health depends on what 
you eat— every day. То-дау в 
soft, mushy over-cooked foods 
often lack the vital bulk your 
system needs for regular elhimna- 
tion, Kellogg’s All-Bran sup 
plies smooth-actmy bulk which 
helps prepare internal wastes 
for easy, gentle and natural 
elimination . no medicines 
needed. 


Health Food 7 
Made from the vital outer layers 
of wheat Kellogg’s All-Bran 
brings you more protective food 
elements than whole wheat itself! 
It is a natural source of Vita 


How to ne REGULAR (d 


and build yourself UP! 


LAXATIVE * HEALTH FOOD 


tains Ві for the nerves, В» for 
the eyes, Calcium for the teeth, 
Phosphorus for the bones, Niacin 
for the skm and Iron for the 
blood. № not only relieves 
constipation, but builds you up 
day һу day at the same time. 
Delicious This Way 
Kellogg's All-Bran has a tasty 
toasted, nutty fayour You may 
prefer to eat it sprmkkled over 
your favourite breakfast cereal 
or straight out of the packet 
with sliced frmt, milk end sugar 
Ask for Kellogg's All-Bran 


to-day. Sold at all grocers 


4404992 


ALL-BRAN* 


Ж Keg sisted Trade Mark 
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DAD = JERICHO 


There was д bir break-out due. The Aus- 
trolian wes held to hosinro іп the derert 


ж CEDRIC MENTIPLAY 


"ВОТ why on earth, man, must 
you ра to Jericho? 125-165 not 
а place any mote.” 
The colonel slapped his bands 
down on the table with а force that 
made the glasses dance. 


Tony Rattray sighed and switled 
lus glass 

“You forget, ste, that Australia is 
where I came ftom, Jerusalem 19 
where Г am, and Jericho is a matter 
of twenty-four miles over the Mount 
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of Olives, I’m about the last Aussie 
in the Middle Bast. Pve finished my 
Job with the disposals people, and 
Гус wangled a bit of leave m Pales- 
tme to revisit some of the spots I 
knew in “forty-one. Jericho в on my 
list,” 

"You make it sound so damned 
easy.” The colonel was plainly tired 
of arguing, but made а last appeal 
to reason. “Now I ask you, my boy, 
to look about you What do you 
see?” 

Tony glanced around the room. 
The wide ornate lounge of the King 
David Hotel had become familiar to 
hum during the past few days, but 
Бе had to абас that it had из шь 
usual features. 

"Though the discreet gloom that 
veiled the southern wall he could 
make out the roughness of raw plank- 
mg covering shattered windows. In 
one comet the plaster had scaled 
away, Naked brick showed uncom- 
promisingly іп the midst of а desert 
mural, 

“The year ts 1948,” explamed the 
colonel carefully. “The damage you 
sec m this room is the result of seige 
There ate other rooms like this, scat- 
tered through thts benighted country, 
All Palestine is an armed camp—a 
vou want to go to Jericho! You 
know they caught young Moshe 
Hememann red-handed after that 
tram was blown up, and you know 
he’s been condemned to death. The 
кеші ус Leumi and the Haganah 
have threatened that his execution 
will touch off a train of bloodshed 
throughout the Holy Land, It’s quiet 
now, all right—but 1t won't be after 
the trapdoor falls at dawn tomorrow.” 

Tony leaned forward. “All right, 
that means I go today. I can be 
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back agam tonight, and no harm 
done." 

The colonel closed his eyes and 
shuddered, 

“So you're gomg, eh? Thought 
you would.” 

“Glad you see it my way,” said 
Tony, jumping то his feet, “See you 
tonight ” 

“Waw!” The colonel was regard 
ing him with cold blue English eyes. 
“You will not go by taxi or bus, be- 
cause there arent any—and you 
won't go unarmed, because in that 
untform and alone you're an answer 
to a freebooter’s dream My jeep is 
in the park outside. Here are the 
keys. There's а Tommy-gun behind 
the driver’s seat” 

‘This conversation kept recurring to 
Tony as he piloted the hvely [ее 
scout car through the Nablus gate 
and ran along outside the northern 
wall of Jerusalem towards Gethse- 
mane, 

Here and there he passed infantry 
sections of British troops moving with 
a measured lack of haste about their 
tasks. The sun twinkled reassuring. 
ly on their bayonets, and struck sparks 
from the fresh barbed-wire of the 
tond-blocks they guarded, 

Then the toad gaped white and 
empty before him—the road through 
the wilderness to the parched cnigma 
of the Dead Sea lands. He cursed 
himself silently for a fool. What did 
it matter if he went back without 
seeing old Ah Hassan? The old ras. 
cal had probably forgotten him any- 
way. 

Within а few minutes it was as if 
Бе were running alone among the 
mountains of the moon, His heart 
leapt with relief when he saw trench 
Ines and gunpits cut cleanly into 


PRESTIGE РЕРЕОВ MANGE> VALUE 


MENTMORE ‘46’ 
From “tip lo clip" it's NEW— 
from the osmitridium tipped, 
14 cl кайй gold nib In ils pro. 
teclive streamlined hood to the 
rolled gold or cterling ailver push 
ор сар, The barrel combines besuly 
with balance and is supplied in в 
colour rangs of black, dove-grey, bius 
and marom, 
With rolled gold сар 
With sterling silver cap _, 
MENTMORE AUT 
{not illustrated} БШ for long servics, with solid 
14 ct. gold nib Moped with osml-ildiim for ваву 
Mowing, вайд smooth action 23/9 
Available at sli @lationers, Jewatters and Stores 
Distributors 15 the Trote Биват, Newman & Benson 
Pte Lid Sydney, Melbourne Bristone Adetude, Perik 


MENTMORE 


FOUNTAIN PENS 


MADE IN 
SHELAND 
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Because for a moderate weekly 
xental, without deposit, you enjoy 
the full pride and privileges of a 
radio owner, without eny of the 
worries or 'responsibilties—and 
at the same time you may, if 
you wish, exchenge or purchase, 
RENTAL FROM 3/8 WEEKLY 

NO DEPOSIT 

FREE SERVICE 

FREE INSURANCE 

FREE VALVE REPLACEMENTS 
EXCHANGE FOR NEW MODEL 

ANY TIME 


PURCHASE. If the set is to 
your liking, arrangements may 
be made to purchase within 
twelve months of its instollation, 
Upon completion of these ar. 
tengements, you pay по more 
than its oricmal value, аз sub. 
seriphons paid are credited to 
the purchase price, 


RADIO 
REWTALS 


Che іп NSW) 
Established in Australla since 1937 
Capital House, 109 Swonston 
Strest, Melbourne, Central 2901. 
Linden Court, Morket Street, 
Sydney. МА 8287, МА 5778. 
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the аці ground, Не looked for 
troops, and cutsed agam when he 
realised that the fornfications were 
those dug by Allenby’s men more 
than thirty yeats before and Presetved 
without blemish in the dry ain, 

Suddenly before hun was a dry 
stteam-bed, spanned Ву a bridge, Не 
cased hus pace, slipped into second 
Bear—and saw squarely in the mid- 
dle of the bridge an oblong gap ек 
Posing the grey glmt of girders, А 
yard of planking had been taken out. 

Tumbled boulders on all sides gave 
excellent cover for snipers, Не whip: 
ped the lever into reverse, shot the 
Пее car backwards towards the road. 
side зо that the wheels skidded wild. 
ly m the dust, If he could only get 
her round, get out of here, get mov. 
mg. 

А star cracked open on his wind. 
shield, blowing а ftoth of gloss splin- 
ters which stung his face, The кер 
was btoadside on to the road, Another 
swing was necessary, and time had 
Tun out. It was too late, 

Grabbing the "ommy-gun, he toll. 
«d out of the yeep and dived for the 
roadside, Something flicked across 
bis chest, and pain sprang out like the 
sung of a btandingron. He stum- 
bled, tripped, and crashed heavily 
down into a shallow ditch сиё by old 
floodwaters between the roadbed and 
the solid rock, 

Gasping, he lay for a moment 
where he had fallen, Exploring fin. 
gers established that the wound was 
a deep diagonal graze; as a wound it 
was light enough, but it was costing 
him bloo 

Не гага himself, Nothing moved. 
They were makmg sure, ch? Well, 
they'd better be careful. 

Не anspected the Tommy-gun, 


How to shave 


ҒҒ А 


1/0 Smooth off 


one Smooth on Glider Whiskers 


Cut your shaving time In half! 


Simply smooth Glider on your facc 
with your fingers — and yow'te all set 
for the quickest shave you've ever had! 
Glider smooths down the flaky top 
skin . . . protects your face — even the 
most tender spots — from irritating 
cuts and scrapes, This rich, soothing 
cream whisks your razor through the 
toughest beard! You finish with a 
closer, smoother shave —in half 
your usual Е тв 
'epare вв. 
Ср ро ви 
Preparations for over 100 years 


Glider 


Brushless 
Shaving Cream 
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TEEL із the train 
travelers best 
friend. With iron it 
has made possible the 
evolution of rail trans- 
portation to its present 
state of service and relia- 
bility. 

The “puffing billy” of the early 
18808 contrasts greatly with 
the South Australian Railways’ 
latest locomotive as illustrated 
at left. lt is capable of 70 miles 
per hour with a load of 500 tons. 


Australian steel has made pos- 
sible the transformation. It has 
been utilised in the building of 
bigger and better locomotives 


Р Ё 0 G R E $ $ and electric tiains. It has gone 

into axles and wheels, carriage 

T li R 0 U б H frames, bridges and viaducts, 

signal and control apparatus, 

and thousands of miles of rail 

$ T E E L tracks, vital arteries serving the 

THE BROKEN HILL PROPRIETARY CO. LTD. 
lron and Steel Works, Newcastle, N.S.W. 


nation’s primary and secondary 
Mn, 


industries, 
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worked the action beck and forth, 
and fitted a new сїр, There were 
five twenty-round magazines in all, 
including four ın a canvas bandolier 
strapped to the butt. 

Lying motionless in the ditch he 
awaited developments It seemed an 
age before anything happened. Then, 
as if a heat eddy had suddenly cty- 
мазей, a figure appeared ш the 
roadway beyond the budge. It came 
on slowly, a man m flowmg Arab 
garments with rifle posed. 

Scarcely moving, Tony ficked up 
the Lyman sight of the Tommy-gun 
and adjusted ıt to three hundred 
yards. A long shot for the litde 
gangster weapon, 

The Arab looked straight at him. 
Bracing himself against the roadbed, 
Tony whipped up the Tommy-gun, 
clamped his fingers firmly around the 
pistol grips, and pressed the butt m- 
to his aching shoulder. Through the 
aperture he saw the Arab halt, saw 
the rifle spring up, level itself, Then 
quite coolly, as sf giving а demon- 
stration to recruits, he amed off his 
target to allow for torque, held his 
breath, and squeezed the trigger. 

The Tommy-gun hammered brief- 
ly. An invisible fist struck the Arab 
once, again, smashing him back 
against the girders Suddenly he was 
a tumbled heap of old clothing on 
the, planking Then from halfa- 
dozen роки among the boulders came 
the flashes of rifle fire, and Tony was 
hugging the stony bottom of the de- 
pression 

He shd the sight up to the таль 
mum, fitted 2 fresh magazine, and 
resumed his vigil A man might as 
well go out trymg, 

A sharp sound hehind hum caused 
him to turn. He saw a small stone 


toll downwards from the Пр of some 
sort of a trench on the hillside above 
bum and perhaps fifty yards away, 
Surely there was nobody there? 
Shaktly he dismissed the thought, If 
one of the gang had been posted 
there the show would have been over 
long ago. 

Не turned agam to watch the boul. 
ders Two Arabs were in plain view, 
streaking for the cover of an outerop 
high on the flank, He threw up his 
weapon, fired а long, wailing burst 
that ended with an empty chamber 

He slapped in another clip, tose to 
his knees—and paused petrified as a 
machine-gun clattered, behind him 
He turned. The bell muzzle and bi- 
pod of a Bren showed over the 
trench parapet, It was firing in easy 
measured bursts of five, smooth and 
controlled—and ‘its Ime of sight was 
far over his head, 

The flanking outcrop was spuitmg 
dust m neat Peso me а hand 
shot up from behind it, and a dark 
form in a flowing galabich sprawled 
down the hillside, 

Movement far off to the left caught 
Топу eye Covered by the fire of 
the Bren, two khaki-clad figures 
sprinted across the riverbed and went 
to ground. The solitary defender of 
the outcrop probably never realised 
the nature of this new threat A single 
shot rang out as the Bren ceased fre, 
and somethmg rolled limply from 
the Arab position, 

A voice from the trench above him 
sud slowly, “Come now We cover 
you Now!” 

As he sctambled upwards the Bren 
opened agam on the boulders above 
the bridge. He dropped into the 
trench to find it occupied by two 
men m faded battledress. 


CAVALCADE, July 1948 99. 


100 


| blister! 


ий my luek” 


Adhesive 


Plaster 
Фалло Pad 


da Li 


à - а HNSON 
PRODUCT OF JOHNSON & JO 
rong $ LARGEST MANUFACTURERS OF SURGICAL DRESSINGS 


CAVALCADE, July, 1948 


"Good old Tommes,” murmured 
Tony, and let the battle go as weak- 
ness and reaction claimed him, 

“You will come to the chief?” 

Tony blinked, Battle-dress covered 
a multitude of nationalities, but this 
was Palestine, and the war three years 
over, 

“I say, thanks a lot, Dig,” he re- 
plied. “But who are yon? You're not 
a Tommy, What's your outfit?" 

"Тһе dark eyes flashed, and the Jaw- 
muscles twitched beneath the olive 
skin. "I belong to another army,” 
said the man, 

"But—the* battle-dress, and that 
Job you just did?" 

"You will come with us to our 
chief, Yacub. He will decide. There 
15 a spectal reason" 

The three proceeded slowly down 
the fullside until they were joined by 
four others, all armed and equipped 
as British soldiers. An army Dodge 
eight hundredweight truck now stood 
beside the jeep, and the bridge had 
been repaired, The Bren gunner 
gestured him into the back seat of 
the yeep, which followed the truck 
at a fast clip down the road 

At length the vehicles swung off 
onto a side road, along which they 
travelled for perhaps five miles before 
casing themselves through screening 
bushes ito the mouth of a small 
wadi. = 

Tn. the shadow, а man sat stooped 
over a table, The Bren gunner snap- 
ped a British salute, stepped forward, 
and addressed the man in a language 
unintelligible to Tony, The man re- 
plied shortly, rose to в feet as if 
very weary, and came out blinking 
mto the late afternoon sunshine, 

“And so, my friend, you are to be 
our guest?” | 


Tony was conscious of а pale of 
great dark eyes peering at him from а 
face the colour of weatherbeaten 
mahogany, yet still his impression 
was one of müldness, of infinite ра 
tence, almost of suffermg, 

"Your guest? Seems Pm more like 
а captive,” 

The old man shrugged, He led the 
way under the awning agam, and 
Tony collapsed gratefully mto a fold- 
ing char The old man sat behind 
the table opposite him, 

“And now, sir, do you mind telling 
me what this is all about?” demanded 
Толу. 

The жд еуез л fe 
edly, "It is very sunple, my friend 
We needed a British soldier, prefer- 
ably an officer and unhurt, so we laid 
a trap. The Arabs you met were 
opportutusts, as most Arabs аге. Our 
men enjoyed thew little skirmish, 
the Arabs are по more—and we have 
ош British officer.” 

“But—what’s the раци of that?” 

“Pardon me, I should haye пиго- 
duced myself Му name is Yacub 
Heinemann,” 

“Hememann?” Where had he 
heard that name before? He remem. 
beted It was the name of the ter- 
torist to be executed tomorrow morn- 
mel 

"The old man's voice was bitter, 
“Moshe Hememann—he is my son!” 

Tony licked dry lips. 

“Вист an Australian, here on 
leave. Гуе got по part m this 
What can I do?" 

“When darkness falls a party will 
leave here for Jerusalem, They will 
bear proof to the British commander 
that you are our prisoner If Moshe 
dies—you will not see another sun- 
nigel”? 
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The voice was earnest, Tony gulped. 

“Believe me, I am sorry,” he said 
mildly, "I do not believe m terror- 
ism. Moshe was impatient, and the 
British themselves had trained lum 
too well m the arts of war—but he 
is my son.” 

"That was the end of the interview. 
The might crawled by with agonis- 
ing slowness It was plam that the 
guards either knew no English or 
had been susttucted to hold no con- 
versation with him His shoes were 
removed and his ankles were bound 

The numbness which had followed 
the first revelation now gave way to 
a frenzied desire to make а break 
for tt. He gnpped the side of the 
stretcher and threw his weight 
against his bonds, but even that shght 
movement brought a click of steel 
from the darkness outside, The lamp 
poised above lus head revealed hum 
all too plamly го the vigilant guards. 
Escape that way was hopeless. 

А light further down the wadi 
caught his eye А lamp was burning 
under the awning, and the stooped 
shadow of Yacub sprawled Ше a 
gteat black spider across the canvas. 

"The light with its brooding shadow 
had a hypnotic effect, for soon he 
fell mto fitful slumber, m which 
Jews and Arabs floated before the 
sights of a Tommy-gun which per- 
sisted in jamming at the crucial mo- 
ment. 2 

He awoke at first light, to find 
Yacub bending over him. 

“Well, any news yet?” Tony strove 
to conceal the tremor m his voice, 

“Nothing yet.” The old man was 
pale beneath hus tan, and dark sha- 
dows were etched deeply beneath his 
eyes. “If the message ee not reached 
your commander, or i£ he has decided 
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not to heed it, they will be making 
teady now. Moshe % a soldier—he 
won your Miltary Medal on the 
Senma when your cause was ours—be 
will conduet humsel£. well" 

Tony felt a great compassion for 
the old man, Somehow, he gamed 
tbe imptession that he was a member 
of a vast audience, watching а play 
1л which he had no patt. 

"But why does all this have to be?” 
he aksed. "Why do your people 
fight sa hard for this lousy country? 
Look at it! Most of it wouldn't 
carey a sheep to a hundred acres? 

Yacub shook himself out of his 
reverie to reply. "You are Austra- 
lan, are you not? You fought for 
England when she needed усы Why? 
Your life 1s precious only to yourself 
and your people, and your country 
1s on the other side of the world” 

“Yes, but Englands our Old 
County" Tony felt bimsclf foun. 
dering. "Its the Empire, and stand- 
ing together, and ——" 

"But you would not live there?" 

“Мо, can't say I would. Му 
Ботев іп Melbourne.” 

“Му boy, we fight for Palestine 
because те is our country—the land of 
our people before they went out to 
wander the face of the earth Now 
they аге weary, and would return, so 
we must fight to make a place for 
them.” 

“Does that excuse your conduct in 
blowmg up trams, wrecking buildings, 
killing the poor old Tommies who 
ate only trying to keep order?” 

е old man frowned and threw 
up his hands, "I am against all 
that" he said. “Те will bring us only 
hate and mote hate.” 

“And my case? You will kill me 
m cold blood—in vengeancee—for 


something that ts not my doing?” 

He watched the old man closely, 
Биг even so was not prepared for the 
change that took place. ‘The worried, 
nervous civilian of а sudden became 
a keen-eyed fightmg man, a fanatic 
even, with the ghtter of resolve in 
his fine eyes 

“You shall die if they do not heed 
my message—but not in vengeance. 
They must know they cannot ignore 
us! You—you are but a шш, a 
means to an end There 15 no thought 
of vengeance, Please understand 
tbat” 

Tony looked up at the tortured 
face Well, that was a straight an 
swer, anyway It was up to the British 
Commander now, for it was plain 
that this man would show no metcy. 
And yet, even now the old fellow 
looked so smeere, so mild m В 
threadbare clothing. , 

"I understand. Wasn't it some- 
where tound here that they used to 
pick out а nice far goat, load it sym- 
bolically with ali the sins of the tribe, 
and then heave it over a cliff? T 
hope that serapegoat was of an 
undestanding nature.” 

The old man stalked away Slowly 
the morning advanced. Another meal 
was prepared and eaten, and the 
guards were changed Then sudden- 
ly the май was charged with tem. 
sion: Two men m Arab dress appear- 
ed, and Yacub hobbled to -eet them 

A long discussion ensued. 

The sweat broke out all over 
Тору body. Tt was over, one way 
or another In a moment he would 
know, 

Then Yacub was at his side, his 
lined face unsmiling, his eyes brood 
mg and veiled, He shuffled as he 
walked, the weight of years and 
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living heavy upon him. For а long 
minute he gazed unseeingly into 
Tony's face His hand came into 
view, holding а long clasp-knife, 

Tony gasped and winced uncon- 
trollably. The old Jew stooped over 
lum, moving so very slowly that it 
seemed ar if the tension would never 
break. Then he found what he was 
seeking. With one sure stroke he 
severed the bonds about Толу» 
ankles. 

"You may take your jeep and go 
now,” he sud tonelessly. 

“What?” Tony sprang up. His 
numbed legs buckled beneath him 
and threw lum back on the couch. 
Yecub still stood with the knife m 
his hand. 


“You ate free, Return to Jerusa- 
lem quickly. You need not fear the 
Irgun” The old man turned and 
shuffled away 

Tony, dazed at this sudden ке. 
prieve, looked at the old man, older 
now by ages, st seemed, as he wilted 
in every Ine of his body- The spirit 
had gone out of him; he was a pa 
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thetic mortal shell, and Tony could 
not help feeling the pathos of ie, 

Tony rubbed the circulation back 
mto his feet and started down the 
wadi. 

He slipped into the jeep, started 
и up, and then was aware of a drab 
figure standing nearby. Не еш the 
motér agam and walked across to 
where Yacub looked grimly down the 
tral. 

“Well, goodbye, sır,” he said, hold- 
ing out his hend “I can’t say Pm 
болу to be gomg, but you people 
certunly kept your word. I glad 
they teptieved your son, and not just 
because m doing за they saved my 
own Ше? 

The old man did not see the out- 
stretched hand. His eyes were fixed 
on the rugged hills of Judea 

“Last night the party had trouble,” 
he sad. “A British picket caused 
delay The message arrived m Jeru- 
salem too late, for my son had 
already died. So, you see, you were 
not a hostage, after all.” 
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her wok as well as Бе beauty, 
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a fingust to tell you the meaning of 
the name of hes new film It's "Scuddi 
Hoo, Scudd Hay” which mighi be 
Spamsh, Eskimo, or Bobbysox, but will 
probably be easy to look at, seeing it’s 
faving June her space 
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Isn't st nice to be able to Коле, “We told 
you so?" This nme it ceitamly is nice 
OF course, we knew all along we were 
domg the wht thinz—and who are we 
to object if we have to put on extra 
staff to handle che fan mail? 
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8 NEW. Pleased to introduce three oi 
four mew names to this number of che 
smartest magazine on the bookstalls Ref. 
Holledge (раве 8), Butler (16), Noonan, 
(20), Young (28) and Hare (42) 
Which doesn’s make three or four, bui 
five Good fellows, too Local boys mak 
ine good 


е EXPERIENCE. A differen: land of 
experience is eld by Beatrice Grim 
shaw (раде 9) when she describes how 
two kinds of sold-disrer come face to 
face, and what went on im А tropical pub 
whare girls and fassickers met on à com. 
on ground Miss Gumshaw writes, and 
with every reason, ihat “this was ome of 
the most fantasti experiences of my 
Ше, and stranga as dt may etm, every 
word of n is tite juse as I saw it" 
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Legs lefi m the world—oi aie there? 
Pirates don’t often sing these days about 
“fifteen men on a dead man’s chest,” 
eher They jum exercise all the animat 
cunning ihey can think of, cruelty where 
necessary, and have many gids to covering 
thew аба АШ is explained by know. 
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